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O U E E N. 



MA DA My 

E great Honour Your 

dajefty has done me, 

1 giving me Leave to 

_ refix Your Royal Name 

to the following Poems, does not 

encourage me to prefuine they 

are worthy to be laid at Your 

A 3 Feet 



vi DEDICJTTOM 

^eef on any other Account,, but' 
only as they are an humble 
Tribute of Duty, offered from 
a thankful Heart to a graciour 
Benefadtrefs. Your Majefty has 
indeed the fame Right to them, 
as You have to the Fruits of a 
Tree, which You have trans- 
planted out of a barren Soil 
into a fertile and beautiful Garden. 
It was Your Generofity which 
brought me out of Obfcurity, and 
flill condefcends to proteft nie; 
like the Supreme Being, who 
continually fupports the meanefl 
Creature, which his Goodnefs has. 
produced. 

1 have Room here to expatiate 
upon a very invitbg Subjeftj but 

Your 
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Your Majefty has nobly prevented 
all Panegyric, even from the beft 
Pens, by building Your Fame on 
a much more laftlng Bafis, than 
that of Praife In Dedications, 
Your Encouragements of Jrts 
and Sciences^ Your Efteem and 
Frlendfliip for all Defenders of 
Truth, while they are living, the 
Regard You pay to their Memo- 
ries when dead, and your generous 
C3are of their Widows and Or- 
phans, record Your Virtues in fiich 
Chara6^ers as will ever be legible. 
Your Chriftian Love to Mankind,. 
Your zealous Endeavours to pro- 
mote Religion., a Soul made tender 
to feel our Misfortunes, and a Will 
inclin'd to redrels them, are fuch 
amiable and heavenly Qualities, 

A 4 as 



vui dedicjtion: 

as iliine beft by their own Lights 
and can receive no Luftre from 
the fineft Defcription. 

May Heaven long preferve Your 
Majefty to praftife all thefe Vir- 
tues» to be a perpetual Source of 
Comfort and Joy to our glorious; 
Monarch, a Bleffing to the Nation, 
and a noble Pattern of Beneficence 
and Generofity to future Queens. 
Tour Majefty's great Goodnefs to 
my felf draws' this Prayer from .a 
Heart fiU'd with Gratitude. As;' 
there is fo little Merit in what You 
how honour with Your Royal Pro-^ 
te6lion, I fhall endeavour tq lup- 
ply the Defeds, the only Way th^t: 
h in my Power by my Thanks,, 
and Prayers for Your Majefly": 

Thefe 



k 



DEDICJTION. ix 

Thefe I will ever continue, and 
always make it my greateft Am- 
bition to fhew with what profound 
Refpeft I am. 



MJ DJ My 



Tour MAjESTTs 
Moft Gratefuly 

Mafi Devotedy and' 

I 

Mqfi Duii fill Servant y 



Stephen Duck, 






PREFACE. 



1HA T I propofe in this 
Preface, is only to ie- 
f^eak the Reader's Good- 
nature, and to fay fome- 
tbing which may incline him to par- 
don what he catinot commend. I 
have indeed hut a poor Defence to 
make for the Things I have wrote : 
/ dont think them good, and better 
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fudges will doubtlefs think worfe of 
of them than I do.. Only, this^, T 
Seliez>e^ I mky fay of them^ That^ 
if they have nothing to delight thofe 
who may chance to read them^ they 
have nothing to give Mode Ay .a 
Blufh ; if nothing to entertain and 
improve the Mind^, they, have no- 
thing to'deiauch and corrupt it. 

ANOTHER Motive^ that 
I hope may induce the Reader to 
overlook the DefeBs in this tfolume^ 
isy That the oldeji. Poem in. ip is 
little more than ftx Tears of Age ; 
and a conjtderable Fart of the Time 
Jince that wm writ^ has been fpent 
in endeavouring to learn a Language y 
of whiih I was : then entirely igno- 

rant I 
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rant ; tho* I fear^ the few At- 
tempts I have made in Tranjia- 
tiensy will too well convince the 
Fublicy to bow little Purpofe I have 
employ* d my Time, I confefs my- 
felf guilty of a great Prefumption 
in publiping Imitations o/*^ Horace, 
when many, eminent Hands have 
done, it much better before me; But 
when. /■ was only, endeavouring to un- 
derhand him, I found it difficult to 
compter a Temptation I had to imi- 
tate^ fome of his Thought s, which 
mightily pleas^'d^me. If I may be 
forgiven this Emperimenty I pro- 
mi fe to trouble the fVorld with nor 
thing of this Nature again, at 
leaji, till I may be able to do my. 
jiutbor more JuJHce, , 



/ 



xiv PRE FAC E. 



/ have not ffiyfelf hen fo fond 
of writings as might be imagined 
from feeing fo many Things of mine 
as are got together in this Book. 
Several of them are on SubjeBs 
that were given me by Perfons^ to 
whom I have fuch great Obliga- 
tions^ that I always thought their 
Dejires Commands. My fVant <f 
' Education will be too evident from 
them, for me to mention it here^i 
And I hope^ when the Reader weighs 
my Performances^ he will put that, 
and other Difadvantages into the 
Scale. 

/ am afraid^ the Letter relating 
to myfelf^ wrote by a worthy ard 

learned 
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learned Gentleman^ will be thought 
an improper Thing in a Publication 
made by myfelfi But^ as I was de- 
Jir'd to prefix it^ by Perfons whom 
I think it' an Honour to obey^ I 
hope it will be pardon' d ;. and the 
rather y becaufe a very falfe Ac- 
count had Seen publijhd before^ by 
a P erf on who feems to have had 
as little Regard for Truths as he 
had for Honefiy^ when he Jiole my 
Poems^ 

I zifould willingly here make 
known my Obligations to thofewor- 
thy Perfons who firfi took Notice of 
me in the midji of Poverty and 
Labour, were I not afraid^ my Gra^ 

titude^ thus publickly exprefs^d^ would 

offend 
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offend them more than my Silence.- 
However if I muji heg leave to re^ 
turn my Thanks to a Reverend Gen-' 
tie men of Wiltfhire, and to another . 
of Wlnchefter : The former made 
my Life more comfortable^ as foon 
as he knew me ; the latter^ after 
giving me feveral Tefimgnies of 
his Bounty and Goodnejs^ prefented 
my firji EJays to a Lady of ^ality 
attending on the §^een^ who made 
my low Circumfiances known to Her 
Majefty. 

« 

• / hope too^ that all thofe Honour^ 
able Perfons^ whofe Names do me fo 
much Credit at the Beginning of my 
Bboky in the .^arto Edition^ will 
accept my Ackwmledgmenis and 

Thanks>' 
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Thanks for Jo liberal a Subfcriftion : 
And as this Volume^ I fear, will 
tell them, they have not encmirag'i 
a Poet, J will endeavour to let 
them fee they have ieen generous 
to an koKft Man. 



A N 
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- in a LETTER u a Friend^ 
^ fTriffen in tbc Tear 1730. 

SI R, 

Don't viooAtt duit you Oionld 
defire ib diftindt aa Account^, 
how Stephen Duck camo to 
write Veries» and how he ma* 
nag'd in writing them. Phi- 
lotophers find as much Subject 
r dieir Admiration in die minuteft Bodie$> as 
diebrg^i and a Poet; from the JBam> the* 

not 
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ifit fo great a Man, is as great a Curiofity, as 
a-Di6tacor from the Plough. I canT)e particular 
•enough as to his firft fetting out in Poetry j 
and, fince you feem to defire it, (hall give 
you all the Circumftances I could learn fronn a 
Week's Converfation with him in all his Sim- 
plicity} without confidering, that many of 
them, to a Perfon lefs curious, might appear 
too triflifig to be mentioned even in a Letter. 

M Y Friend Stephen had originally no o- 
ther Teaching, than what enabled him to 
read, and wrii:e Eng/ijb 5 he had never taken,: 
a fii^e Step toward any other Language, As 
Arithmetick is generally joiii*d with this De- 
gree of Learning, he had a little Share of that 
too. About his Fourteenth linear he-was takenf 
ikim School, an:i was afterwards fuccefEvely 
engaged in th? feveral loweft Employments 
of a Country Life. This lafked for fome Years j 
fo long, that he had forgot almoft all the A- 
rithmetick he had leam'd at School : * However 
he read fometimes, and thougKt oftener. He* 
h^d a certain Loiiging after Knowledge } and 
^xl4ieaherefle£ted within himfelf on hisilWanc 
of Education, he iegan'to be particularly un- 
eafy, that he fhoiild have forgot fomething of 
what he had learnt, even at the little School he 
had been at. He thought of this fo often, that' 
it laft he refolv*d to try his own Strci^h y 

and, 
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and, if pofiible^ to jscover his Arithmetick 
asaiiu 

His iirft Attempt of this Kind I take to 
have been about Six Years ago. Confidering 
the Difficulties the poor Fellow lay under, 
this Inclination for Knowledge mufl have beea 
very flrong in hinu He was then mariied, 
and at Service j he had little Time to fpare } 
he had no Books, and no Money to get any : 
But he was refolvM to go thro* with it 5 and 
accordii^ly usM to work more than other 
Day-labourers, and by that Means got fome 
little Matter added to his Pay. This Over- 
plus was at his t>wn Difpoial. With this he 
bought firft a Book of Vulgar Arithmetic, 
then one of Decimal, and a thu'd of Meafuring 
of Land 5 all which by D^rees he made him- 
felf a tolerable Mafter of, m thofe Hours he 
could fteal from his Sleep, after the Labours of 
the Day. 

W H E n E there was fuch a Defire for 
Knowledge, tho-e .fnuft be good Senfe at bot* 
tom, and a Soul^ at leafi, fomewhat above die 
common Conyerfation he jnnuft meet with in 
his poor State of Life. I have ask'd him, 
whom he had that he could talk and converfe 
with in the Country } and was pleas'd to find 
him, in this Particular, happier than I expect- 
ed. He faid, he had one dear Friend, that he 

men- 
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inentionM with uncommon AffciEMon. They 
us'd to talk and read together, when they 
could fteal a little Time for it. This Friend 
had been in a Service at London for two or 
three Years: He had an Inclination to Books ; 
he had purchased fome, and brought 'em down 
with him into the Country 5 and Stephen had 
always the Ufe of his little Library j which 
• by this Time, poffibly, may be increased to 
•two or three dozen of Books. This Friend 
knew no more out of Englijb than Stephen^ but 
by talking together they mutually improved 
each other. Stephen is all Simplicity : He 
iays, ** That his Friend can talk better than. 
** he^ as having been more us*d to Company 5 
** but that he himfclf has been more us'd to 
•* Poetry, and in that can do better than his 
«^ Friend.** 

Had it not been for this, Stephen muft 
have been placM in the fame Clafs with Hai 
Ebn Tohdhan^ and the young Hermes in Mr. 
Ramfayh Cyrus : but the Story of their Ini- 
provements without any Affiftance agrees only 
-with Romances j and you know, what I am 
writing to you is a trueHiftory. Our retired 
Philofopher had his -Friend ; and itfeems to 
have been the gre^eft Happinefe of his Life 
that he had one. They did not only read, but 
• lyafon'd over Points together jand I have fome- 
times thought, how agreeable a Thing it 

would 
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\ 

would have been, to have been concealed 
within hearing of them, when they were in 
the midft of fome of their moft knotty De- 
bates. We may imagine 'cm both to have 
bad good natural Senfe, and a few good Books 
in common between *em : Their Minds were 
their own; neither improved, nor fpoil'd, by 
laying in a Stock of Learning : They were 
perhaps equally well inclined to learn, both 
ftmggling for a little Knowledge } and, like a 
Couple of Rowers on the fame Bottom, while 
they were only ftriving perhaps, which fhould 
outdo his Companion, they were really each 
helping the other, and driving the fioat on 
die &fi:er. 

Perhaps you would be willing to know 

what Books their little* Library confifted of* 

I need not mention thofc of Arithmetic again, 

nor his Bible: Milton, the Spe^ators, and 

Seneca^ were his firff Favourites s ^elemacbus^ 

with another Piece by the fame Hand, and M" 

difon^s Defence of Ghriftianity, his next. They 

had an EriglijB Difitionary, and a Sort of Eng* 

Kjb Grammar,' ari Ovid of long ftanding with 

them, and a Bysjb^s Kn oi?Kitvty of later 

' Acquifition : Seneci^i Morals made the' Name 

of PEjl range dear to them ; and, as I imagine, 

might occafion their getting his Jofepbus in 

^ Folio," which was thd largeft Purchafe in their 

CoH^aicn :^lPhet hadotie ViDlito^e dSbahe- 

/fear 
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Spear ^ with Seven of his Plays in it. Bcfi< 
thefi^ Stephen had read three or four other 
. Plays 5 fome of EpiSletuSi IVallerj Dry den's 
f^irgil^ Priar^ Hudibras^ %m Brown, and 
the London Spy. You may fee I am a faithful 
Hiftorian> by my giving you the -Bad with the 
Good. 

With thefe Helps Stephen is grown fome- 
thing of a Poet, and fomething of a Philofo- 
pher. I find by him, that from his Infancy, 
he has had a Caft in his Mind toward Poetry. 
He has delighted, as far back as he can remem- 
ber, in Verfes, and in Singing. He fpeaks of 
Arange £motion$ that he has felt on the top 
Performances of die little Choir of Songflers m ' 
a Country Chancel j and mentions nis firft 
hearing of an Organ, as a remarkable Epocha 
of his Life. He feems to be a pretty good 
Judge too of a mufical Line \ but I imagine, 
that he does not hear Verfes in his own Mind, 
as he repeats them» I don't know whether 
you underftand me. I mean, that his Ideas pf 
Notes in a Verfe, and his Manner of repeating 
the fame Verfe, are often different : For he 
points out an harmonious Line well enough ; ^ 
and yet he generally fpoils its Harmony by 
his Way of fpeaking ic 

What firft gave him a higher Tafte of j 
Poetry, thaoiiemdbcoaus'dto, w9&Mtlton\ 

Para- 
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f Pafa£fe Loft. This came oddly enough into * 
his Hands j and when I fee yeu, FU tell you 
tfee Hiftory of it. Stephen read it over twice 
or thrice with a Di6tionary, before he could 
andcrftand the Language of it thoroughly. 
This, and a Sort of Engliftf Grammar they 
had, have been of the greateft Ufe to him of 
aay Thing* 

Indeed it feems plain to me, that he 
has got Englifb juft as we get Latin^ He ftu- 
dy'd ¥aradife Loft, as others ftudy the Claffics. 
The new Beauties in that Poem, that was con- 
dnual/y opening upon his Mind, made his La- 
bour eafy to him. He work'd altdDay for his 
Matter } and, af^r the Lab&r cf the Day, 
fet to his Books at Night. The Pains he has 
taken for the Pleafure of improving himfcif 
arc incredible j but it has anfwer'd too beyond 
what one could have expefted 5 for he jeems 
to underftand fome of the great and deeper 
Beauties of that Poem tolerably well j and 
points out jfeveral particular Beauties iu it, 

which it requires a good nice Eye to difco- 
vec. 

*r w A « his Friend that helpM him to the 

' SfeStators j they read them often together, 

and often by themfelves. Stephen tells me, 

: Aat he has frequently carry'd them with him 

to his Work- When he did fo, his Method 

iz) was 
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was to labour harder than any body elfe, that 
he might get Half an Hour to read a Spehator^ 
without injuring his Mafter. hy this means 
he us'd to fit down all over Sweat and Heat, 
without regarding his own Health, and often 
to the Prejudice of it. If this affe£ls you, as 
it has me, I ought not to pafs it over^ that 

J^ou may not lofe the Pleafure of fp ftrong an 
nftance of Honefty and Induftry mix't toge- 
ther. 

The SpeSlators improved his Underftand- 
ing, he fays, more than any; Thing, The 
Copies of Verfes fc^tter'd in thofe Pieces, 
help'd on his; ^natural Bpat that Way 5 and 
made him wiuuig to try, whether he could not 
do fomething like 'em. He fometimes turn'd 
his own Thoughts into Vcrfe, while he was 
at Work j and at . laft began to venture thofe 
Thoughts a little on Paper. What he did of 
this Kind, was very inconfiderable } only fcat- 
ter'd Thoughts, and g^erally not above Four 
or Five Lines on the fame Subjedl 5 which, as 
there was nobody thereabouts that carM for 
Verfes, nor any body that could tell him whe- 
ther they were good or bad, he generally 
flung into the Fire, as foon as he had pleas'd 
himfelf enough in reading them. 

Whatever Care he took to burn thefe 
little Pieces, he found it not fufficient to con- 
ceal 
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ceal them. The Thing took Air ; and Sre^ 
fbeUy wdio had before the Name of a Scholar 
amor^ the Councry People, was faid now to 
be able to write Verfes too. This was men*- 
tion'd accidentaJly, about a Year tgo, before 
a young Gentkman of Oxfdrdy who fent for 
Stephen y and after fome Talk with him, de- 
fir'd him to write him a Letter in V.erfe. That 
Letter is the Epiftle which Hands' thfe laft m his 
Poems, but was the firft whole Copy of Verfes 
that ever he wrote. This happened, to fall 
into the Hands of fome Clergymen in the 
Neighbourhood,' who were very well pleas'd 
with itj and upon examining him, found the 
Man had a good deal of Merit. They gave 
him fome Prefents, which, as Things ftood 
then, were a great Help to him j and en- 
couraged him to go on as much, as they 
could* 

This made him pi*oceed with more Cou-' 
rage : And, as he had wrote fome • fcatter'd 
Veriies on Pffoerty^ befoi*e this happened, he 
carry'd thofe Thoughts on, and fiU'd it up, as , 
it ftands at prefer in this printed CoUeflion I 
fend you r So that this is his fecond Copy. 1 ^ 
am very careful in &ttlinjg tlie Chronology of' 
his Poems, that you <n&y fee how he has 
gCMie oa Step i)y Step, if you pleafe; ' 

(a a) The 
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The Compofition which was next in Or- 
der, is that on his cfwn Labours : That Sub* 
je£twas given him by one of thofc who firft 
encouraged him i and after this was finiih'd, he 
was employ'd from the fame Quarter in his 
Shunammte. As this exceeded any of the r^ 
I think from hence we may date the JErzof 
his rifing in Chara^r and .Circumftances. 
Upon this it was that Kerfons o£ DifUn^tion 
began to fend for him different Ways. In 
fhort, it got him fame enough to be pretty 
troublefome to him at firfl ; tho* it is likely to 
end in a jpfich happier Settlement. of him and . 
his Affairs, than could ever have been dre»nt 
of by him ^t his iirfl fetting out. 

W H E N you have read hk Poems, and con- 
(ider the Manner he has been bred up in, I 
doubt not you will think they have their Me- 
rit : But I aflure you, they give an imperfeft 
Idea of the Mfui:) aqd, to know how much 
he deferves, .one fliould coiyverfe with him^ 
and bear on what Reafons he omitted fuch a 
Part, and introduced another } why he flior- 
tens hi3Stile in this Place, and.enlarges in that ; 
whence he has fuch a Word, and whence fuch 
an Idea. 1!11 give you all I can recoiled of this 
;kiad^ in relation tp wh«: is gdftcralily reckoned 

£he 
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tlic beft Thing he has wrote, The Sbunam- 
mite.- 

I II the* iirft Place; I found upon enquiry, 
Aat he wrote by a Plan j he thought over all 
the Parts, as- he intended to ufethem, before 
he made the Vcrfesi For a Poem of any 
Length, no doubt 'tis as necefl&ry to do this, 
as it is to have a Draught of a Houfe, before 
you go to building it y and yet Ibelieve, the 
common Run of our Poets have generally 
thought themfelves above it, or not thought 
of it at aJi. Tho' the Shunammite was written 
on a Story given to his Hand, ftill fomething 
of this Kind was convenient enough j becaufe, 
in formimg it anew, he did not make ufe of all 
the Materials before him, and has brought iii 
fome of his own* He thought, the Stretching 
of the Prophet in fo particular a Manner, muft 
found ftrange. The Woman introduced to tell 
her Story, is a new Caft of his own j fo is hey 
Doubting, and then confirming heifclf again; 
by a particular Induftion of all Efijba's Mira- 
cles 5 fo the bringing an Audience about her, 
and their Cliorus's, when they join together in 
cDi^ratulating her Hzpip'me& i the laft of which 
I doles the Poem in a good proper Manner; 

(a 3) UpoiT; 



XXX An Account of 

Upon being ask'd. Why he introduc'd a 
Perfon to tell all the Story in the Shunamite^ 
and why he could not .as well teH it.^iimfelf 5 
he faid, he had read Prior^s S(^hmn 5 and 
that, in reading it, Solomon^ fpeaking every 
thing touched him particularly. He was thefl 
ask'd, fince it was to be fpoken, why he did 
not rather chufe the Prophet, -as the Perfon of 
the greater Dignity, to fpeak it. He faid to 
this. That the Woman was to be pity 'd ^ That 
there feem'd to be * fpme Expreflions of the 
Woman in the Hiftory, which, if not omit- 
ted, might leflen our Regard and Compaflipn 
for her j That, if the Prophet had related the 
Thing, he could not have omitted a Word 5 
but when thjS Woman did, (he might well \^ 
allow'd to foften her own Cafe 5 and to drop* 
when fhe was cool, any thing wrong, that 
(he faid in the Violence of her Grief and 
Paffion. This is rather fuller in Words than! 
he expH^efe'd it \ but nothing, I think, :is add- 
ed to his M^^&» . "^ 



• Such as thefe: 

Ver. 16. ^ndjhe faid j Say^ my Lord^ thou Man of 
God^ do not lye unto thy Handmaid, 

Ver. 28. Did I d^n a Saa of my Lnrdy Did I not 
fayy Do not deceive me ? 
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V 

A s Milton had been his favourite Poet, 
yo9 may wonder why none of his Pieces artf 
in Blank Vcrfe. I asrd him about this too : 
Upon which he told me. That he had origi- 
nally written the whole 'Shunammite in Blank 
Verfe j That, upon readii^ it over, he found 
his Language was not fublime enough for it ; 
and that therefore he was forced to write it 
all over again, and turn it into Rhyme. 

\J ? o ij reading over the Chapter and his 
Poem together, you will fee how jufUy he* 
fhortens and enlarges fome of the particular 
Paflages, in order to adapt them the more to* 
Poetry.' Befides. feme Things already men- 
tiorfd, he drops feveral little Circumftances in 
it. On the ^ other hand, he enlarges en 
the (i) Oontentednefs and Charities of the 
Woman j on the (t) Look and Attitude of 
the Prophet; dn her (3) Thanks for bearing 
a Son V oil (4), the Death of the Child j on 
the (5) Reaforisdfker Confidence in the Pro- 
phet J on (6) pointing out the Prophet, when 
fte comes to him j and' in (7) his Anfwer ;. 

[ a 4 ] in 



+ See 2 Kings, Chap. iv. Vcrfcs 10, 12, 14, 25, 26^ 
2^7* ^8, 29, 34, aiud 35. , , 

(r Line 3*3 to 40. (z) 55; ^e\ ' (?) ^6. . (4) uz 
^^134- (S)iS»>^^- ^ee^pS. (6) ill, (7) 
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in her (8) preffing the Prophet more eartieftly 
to affift her j in (pY pointing out the diead 
Child J his being (lo) freed frona Death 5 



to affift her j in (pY pointing out the dieaH 
Child i his being \\o\ freed frona Death 5 
jid her Thoughts (11) upon receiving him 



^ain into her Arms. 

*T I s agreeable to fee what Ufe he haS' 
j^nade of the little Reading he can have had^ 
and how he has improved the Thing, by ob- 
ferving fome good Strokes in the Books he has 
met with. Upon my telling him, that I lifcJd 
nothing better in it, than ms. afcering * the 
Prophet's Countenance as he does ; he £iid, 
he took that Hint from Telemachus-^ where 
the young Prince comes to ifow^;7^i/j*s Court, 
. while they are facrificing. The Prieft, oa 
feeing TelemM:Bus,br&A^ off from what he 
was about, afiumes a more infpir'd Air,- and 
begins fpeakmg of his future Fortunes. This 
Alteration of the Prophet's Countenance, Ste^- 
fhen fays, he took from thence ; but that atr 
the lame Time he thought himfelf obliged to 
drop die Wildnefs and Enthufiafm of it, in 
order to adapt it more to the Nature of a true 
Prophet. 

The Chorus- in, the Cloie of the SBunam- 
jnite, he laid, was brought into his Mind by 
the *f general Rejoicing of the Angels in MiU 
ton, upon God's finiihing the Creation of the 

World. 

(8) Line 231. (9) 246. (10) 258. (n) t66w 

* From Line 5 c to 6^ 

t Paradffi lofl^ Book 7. Line 565, and 6ot* 
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World. The firft Chorus was not in the 
Work originally} he inferted it, when he 
new-fonn'd it all into Rhyme^ 

He hadalfo been very careful as to fingic 
Words ; and had Authorities to produce in fe* 
vera! little Partipillars, where one would not 
expe£lit. For {i) flawWy Carmel^ he quotes 
tAr.Popf'y and the Prophet's Arbour on the 
Top ot that Mount is cover'd with (a) Finfis^- 
on the Authority of Mr. Sandys in his Travels ; > 
For the Words (3) aduji and fupernalj he re- 
fers to Milton : (4) Fanatic he ufes according^ 
to the true, and not the Vulgar Senfe of the 
Word J he had learn*d the proper Meaning or 
it from the Drftionary : (5) Dilated Hearty . 
as fpoken of Sorrow, is certainly a Fault but 
it is a Fault that Stephen was naturally enough 
led into by the common Notions and Ex- 
preffionsin the^ Country, of the Kfeart'sr jiw^/- 
Mng and being ready to burft with Grief. • 

H E owns his Faults very readily j and if 
Ee thinks a Line of his better than ordinary, 
he will fay fo without any Refcrve. He feems 
to be exceedingly open and honeft in every 
Thing he fay!l 5 and *twould be very difficult 
for you to be with him. a Week, as J have 
been,^ without going away " very much his 
Friend, 

(a 5V Tho' 

(i) The Slunammsu^ Vcr.aio,* (a) 212. (3) ii7r 
«^ H9' (4) 56. (5) M3* 
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Th o' I have been folong in fhewingyou 

how critically he has proceeded as to his 

own Works j I ihall add fome of his 

Thoughts on the Works of others, to give 

. you as full an Idea of him as I can, 

*Tr§ not yet three Years ago that he 
firft met'with M/r^»3 and I believe, that 
was the firft Poet of real Value, that he ever 
ftudy'd iii earneft. He has affur'd me, with 
all his Innocence and Simplicity, that whca. 
he came afterwards to read Jiddifon^s Criti- . 
cifms on Milton ' in the SpeStators, *tWaS a 
high Pleafure to hrm to find many TThings 
mention^ there, in the Praife of Milton^ ex- 
a<3:1y as he had before thought in reading 
him. Here we muft depend on his Credit^ 
which I need not tell you with me is very 
good. . . 

The Name of Mihohy whom he ad- 
mires and dotes on fo particularly, has not 
prcvail'd on him enough to make him like 
his Paradife Regained. ' In Ipeafcing of thefe 
two Poems, he faid, ** he. wondered hew 
** Milton could write fo incomparably weli> 
** where he had fo little to lead hirn j ^nd 
«« fo very poorly, where he had more. '• 

* The 
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The SpeStators^ you know, he has read 
with great PJeafure, and great Improvement,. 
I remember particularly, that on fomebody's 
calling them Profey he faid, " 'Twas true,. 
" they were Profe 3 but there was fomething 
^ in ^m, that ^ pleas'd almoft like Verfer^^ 
He mention'd, with more Regard than ufu-- 
ai, the critical Papers on Wit, thofe on A&7- 
ton^ the Jujtum & tenacem from Horace^ 
Mr. Pope*s MeJJiahy and the feveral fcatter'd 
ones written in the Caufe of Virtue and 
Religion. 

U p p N asking him what Plays ^he had- 
read, he nam'd particularly Julius Cafar , 
Hamlet^ Cato^ Venice Preferv^a^ and the Or" 
pban* Venice Preferv'd^ he. faid, gave him 
the moft Horror ; a Word which I took 
Notice he us'd fometimes for Sorrow,- and 
fometimes in its proper Senfe ; He could not 
bear tjie comic Parts in it.^ Hamlet he lik'd. 
better than Julius Cafar y and in Hamlet 
pointed out that celebrated Speech, % be^^ or 
not to be^ &c. as haying been> his favourite 
Part, merely of his ownTafte. He did not 
admire Shake/pearls Comedy j and faid,. ^'^ He 
** was too high, and too low.** I read over 
to him fome of Hamlety and the celebrated 
Speeches of Antony to the^ People in Julius- 



xxxvi An Account of 

Cafar. He trembled, as I read the Ghoft'sF 
Speech j and admir'd the Speeches and Tunis 
in the Mob found Cafars Body, more, he^ 
faid, than ever he had done before. As I was 
reading to him, I obferv*d that his Counte- 
nance changed often in the moft moving Parts : 
His Eye was quick and bufy all the Time ; 
and, to fay the Truths I never faw Applaule, 
or the fhifting of proper Paffions, appear fo 
ftrongl jr in any Face as in his. 

H E had formerly read ^tmBrawn^s Letters 
from the Dead, and the London Spy, not with- 
out fome Pleafure j but, after he had ,been 
Ibme time converfant with the SpeStatorSy he 
faid, «* He did not care much to look into 
them." He Ipoke of Hudibras in another 
Manner j he iaw a great deal of Wit in it, 
and was particularly pleased with the G^iju- 
rer's Part in that Poem : But, after ail; *tis 
not a Manner of Writing that he can fo fin- 
cerely delight in, as in the Moral, the Paffib- 
ftate, or the SuWime. 

In DEEP what every body feems to ad- 
mire him for, is, that he feems to have an ex- 
cellent moral Turn in his Thoughts. He is, 
as I told you before, fomething of a Philofo-* 

pher J 
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pher; and, what is better than a Philofopher, 
a good honeft-hearted Man, He has read, and 
f^aks highly of, the Archbifhop of Cambrays 
Demonftration of the Being of a God, and 
Mr. Addififi% Defence of the Chriftian Reli- 
pon. He faid, " That thejr touched his 
Mind } and that nothii^ did io well, as when 
one's Reafon is mov'd by what is £iid. ' He 
had Hlfd the little he had read of EpiSetus ; 
bat 'twas Seneca ^zt had made him happy in 
fais own Mind« " He feems as yet not to be 
hurt at all by any Applaufes that h^ve been 
given him, and to have been perfedly con- 
tented with his Condition before r When he 
lad only receiv'd fome Prefents from Gende- 
men in the Country, he was quite eafy a& to 
fais Circumftances. The only Thmg then^ 
that he was felicitous about, was, how he 
might focceed as to the Poetry he flio^d be 
employed in. This was his chief ConGem .* 
But even this feem'd to' proceed not fo much 
from any Defire of Fam^ as from a Principle 
of Gratitude } or, as he exprefs'd it, his Long* 
V3g to pleafe thofe Friends that had been fo ge- 
nerous to him. He was not lifted up with the 
Chatafter feme People gave him, and talk'd 
of Fame abfolutely live a Philofopher. 

After 



xxxviii Jn Account of\ 

After his beft Fortune, iriariy 6f hrs Friends 
told him the Danger of being vain j and, 
if he Ihould once be fo, that he would be 
as much defpis'd as he had been applauded. 
He faid, " That he could not well tell 
** what they meant ^ That he did not know 
" what it was to be vain : But, fince fp ma- 
** ny great Men, who knew the World fi> 
** much better than he did, were apprehen- 
ive for him oa--that^Head, he began to 






•* had no fettled Icfeas of Vhat it was.*' He 
was told upon this, Tha<; he fhoul4 never 
fpeak too highly in Praife of the Poems he 
had w-ritren. He faid, " If that was all, he 
« was fafe j that was a Thing he could ne- 
*f ver do, for he could not think highly of 
*t them: Gentlemen indeed, he faid, might 
^ like -em, becaufe they were made by a 
•* 'poor Fellow in a Barn j but that he knew, 
^ as well as any body, that .they , were not 
*f reaJIy good, in themfclvies^'^ , ». i 

Thus, . Sir, I : have obey 'd your f Comr 
mandsasfaithfuLiy as I am able* ' You de- 
firkL me not to .fpare.. Paper j but; to fend 
you a Book rathei; than a Letter. You fee 
I have taken you at your Word j and that 
I am refolv'd in this,, as well as in every- 
thing 
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thiQg e!fe, to fhew you how punftually I 
would ever be> 



SIR, 



Tour tnqfi bumble Servant, 



J. S PENCE, 



. - .,y 



^- k j^^n 
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Upm Her MA JEST Y's Bcimty /<^ 

the Threlher. 

ffritten in the Tear 1730. 

'T^ O chcar the Mofe, by Poverty opprcft, 
-*• To free from meaner Cares th'infpired Breaffi 
To ^ve the Genius Liberty to fly. 
And mount with eafier Wings its native Sky, 
Was worthy Hi a, who always underftood 
The nobleft Ufe of Power was doing Good. 

S o, when the oaten Pipe's melodious Strain 

Reached Cxsak's Royal Ear, nor reached in vain, 

Safe, and proteded, for himfeif employed, 

His Song, his Harvefl, Tityrus enjoy*dj 

O'er his own Field?, his Flocks, and Cattle ftray'd, 

And on the Mhch's Bank fecurely play'd. 

What 
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What equal Hand fhall now an Altar raifc, 

From Pindus come,, come, all ye tuneful Choir, ^ , ,; 

And in this Work with various 'Arts confpire ^ 

Come all, by Pallas, or by Phoebus taught. 

To iform the. Plan, or to exprefs the Thought t " ■• 

Infcribe the Stone»wlth Caroiina^s Name, 

Sacred to Her, and her immortal Fame j 

Firm fix the Bftfis, wreathe the Foliage round, 

Begin the Rites, and let the Mu^c found. 

Ye Sons of Cam and Ifis^ leave the Shade; 

Be here your Duty, here your Oflf 'rings paid ^ ; 

No longer let true Merit Wq conceal'd. 

As foon rewarded, as to her rcveal'd \ 

Produce your Labours on the public Stage, 

And (he (hall raife a new ^ugujian Age. 

J. Wainwright* 
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To STEPHEN DUCK: 

I 

OccafiofCd by bis PoBtn m Friendship* 

r 

l^TO fancied Mufe, nor Heliconian Stream, 

•** ^ Infpires my Verfe, but thy wcll-chofen Theme; 

Well-chbfen, well-cxprefs'd, while, void of Art, 

Thou fpcak'ft the Didiates of an honeft Heart. 

Truth needs no fpecro us Glofs y but, ever bright, 

Shines, like rhe Sun, with pure unborrow'd Light j 

And fuch thy pleafing Strains : No pompous Phrafe 

Bribes the unworthy with \inhallow*d Praife ; 

No fervile Flattery, nor dull Defign, 

Creeps, with foft Acc'ent, thro* the fawning Line > 

Nor jealous Envy rears its hateful Head, 

To fting the Living, or revile the Dead j 

Nor Malice, nor Caprice haft thou, like thofc, 

Whofe pointed Satire , dares a thoufand Foess 

(No 
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(Not but, if* Fops lay Snared for Ridicufe^' ^ 

And Smartlifigs think it Wit to play the Fool^ 

Indignant Satire has a juft Pretence, 

With all her Whips to lath them into Senfe) 

To pleafe, and only pleafe, thy Nature tends, 

Andy Friend to alL Men, nukes them all thy Friencts* ' 

W I T »-. double Tranfport therefore I perufr 
The genuine Truths of your untutor'd Mufe ; 
While thus you teach us Friendihip's facred Law,.. 
And are yourfelf the faithful Friend you draw— 
So to tho(e Priefb we glad Attention give, 
Whofe PreceptS'Sandioa for their Lives receive^- 
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Tw AS this that rais'd' tlice if om< thy lowly .Sear 
Tis this (hall make thy Happinefs^^comfjete i 
A Soul fincere, to Gratitude inclined. 
An Heart untainted, and an humble Mind, 
Infpir'd by thefe, write on, and charm the Age^ 
Nor dread jthe envious Critic's idle Rage t - 
For who the fnarling 2^iLt7s regards, 
When Spshcx approves, and Cakolinb rewards? 



T. M R B L L. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 



To a Gentleman, who requejled a Copy of 
Verfes from the jiutbor, 

< 

Have, before the Time prefcrib*d by yon, 
Expo&'d my weak Produdion tQ your 

[View I ^. 

Which may, I hope, have Pardon atyoirr ' ' 

[Hand, 

Becaufe produc'd to Light by your Com- 

£iiiaji4« 
Perhaps you might expeft fome iiin^ki^dt. Ode, 

Or iacred Song, ^o found the Praife of God j 
A glorious Thought, and laudable ! But then 
Think what illit'rate Poet guides the Pen: 
111 fuit fuch Tasks with One who holds the Plough, 
Such lofty Subjeds with a Fate fo low* 

B Sir, 




I 
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[ Sir, were your Eloquerxe and Learning mine, 

f. , , ^ • 

I And I, like you, a Fav Vite of the Nine > 

I quickly would Parnaffus* Summit climb. 

And find a Hero worthy of my/Rhyme: 

Nor fhould my Mufe the Grecian Monarchs trace, 

Nor wooid I celebrate the D-ojan Riace ,* 

Nor any of thofe martial Sons of Fame, 

Pagans, unworthy of a Chriftian's Theme. 

Far nobler Thoughts my grateful Voice fhould rgifc. 

In lofty Strains, to igreit M^rsiah's Praifer 

Pd joyfully refound his wond'rous Birth, 

And paint his Godlike Virtues, whilft on Earth | 

Then, with Rcludahee, Horror, and Surprize, 

Pd mournfully relate liis Agonies,' 

rd trace the heavenly H^ro to the Tree, 

Sing N^'hat he fuffer'd there for you and me ; 

Next, in heroic Numbers, would I tell, 

Howfoon he baffled Death, and vanquifh'd Hell, 

Subdu'd the Grave, and fhewM the glorious Way, 

From Realms of Darknefs to eternal Day. 

Such noble Subjcds ftiould my Lays excite j 

And you, my Patron, would in fuch delight i 



Grateful 



X)n feveral Occajions. '3 

Grateful to me, when you, well pleas'd, ihould view 
The accompIHh'd &crcd Song infcrtb'd to you. 

But now I muft omit Messiah's Praife, 
Left I degrade blm with unworthy Cays > 
My Fate compels me filent to remain. 
For Want of Learning to improve my Strain r 
By which no Thought, tho' well conceiv'd, can nft 
To full Perfedion, but in Embryo dies : 
Yet my unpolifh'd Genius wrll produce^ 
And bring fonh^omeibing, tho* of little Ufe. 

Thus, in the Country, often have I found. 
Thro' flothful Man's Negled, a Plat of Ground, 
Wade and uncultivated, void of Seeds, 
Producing Nothing, but fome trifling Weeds. 

But why Hand I my F«te accufing fo? 
The Field calls me to Labour 5 I muft go ; 
The Kine low- after Meat > the hungry Steed, 
Neighing, complains he wants his ufual Feed. 
Then, Sir, adieu : -Accept what you did crave, 
And be propitious to your humble Slarvrc. 
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On P 0,V E R T Y. 

T^r O III on Earth'we tim'rous Mortals fly 
^ ^ With fo mucTi Dread as abjed Poverty: 
O defpicable Name ? We, thee to Ihun, 
On ev'ry other Evil blindly run. 
For Fear of thee, diilruftful Nigards go 
In tatter'd Rags,, and ftarve their Bodies too, 
And ftill are poor, for Fear of being fo. 
For Fear of thee, the cheating Trader vows, 
His Wares are good, altho' his Confcience knows. 
He has employ'd his utftioft Skill and Care, 
To hide their Faults, and make their Beauties glare. 
The Sailor, terrify 'd with Thoughts of thee, 
Boldly attempts the Dangers of the Sea; 
From Eaft to Weft, o'er Rocks and Qulckfands fteers; 
'Tis Poverty, and that alone, he fears j 
The Soldier too, whom nought but thee can fcare. 
In Hopes of Plunder, bravely meets the War ; 
To fly from Poverty, he runs on Death, 
And fliews he prizes Riches more than Breath. 
Strange Terror of Mankind ! By thee miflcd, 
Not Confcience, Quickfands, Rock, or Death they dread! 

Ani 



On fever at Occafions. 

And yet thou art no formidable Foe, 
Except to little Soi^^ who think thee ib ; 
Who thro'.the Glafs of Prejudice furvey 
Thy Facej a thoufand frightful Forms difplay. 

Thus Men, at Night, in foolifh Fears grown ol<!j 
. Who mind die fairy Tales their Nurfes told, 
Stan at a Goblin, which their Fancy made, 
And^ for a Spedre, often take a Shade*. 

CoNT£NT£D Poverty's no difmaL Things 
Free from the Cares unwieldy Riches bring t 
At Difbnce both alike deceive our View y 
Nearer approacbM, they take another Hue. 
The poor Man's Labour reliflies his Meat y 
His Morfel's pleafant, and his Reft is fweetr 
Not fo the Rich, who find their weary'd Tafte 
Pall'd with the Profped of the cumb'rous Feaft f. ^ 
For what they have more than they can enjoy, 
Inllead of iatisfying, does but cloy. 

But let us ftate the Cafe another Way r : 
Were Poverty fo hideous as they (ay. 
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*Tis nobler chear fully to bear our Fate, 

Than murmur and repine beneath its Weight; 

That Man deferves the Praife of human Kind, 

Who bears iJi Fortune with a Chriftian Mind> 

How docs his great heroick Soul afpire 

Above that fordid Wealth the Reft admire! 

His nobler Thoughts are iix'd on Things sbove ; 

His faithful Eyes furvcy the G o i> of Love : 

Hold forth the heavenly Prize, which makes him rua 

His mortal Race, to gain th* immortal Crown. 

Not ail the Snares a crafty Dev'l can lay, 

Can intercept, or daunt him in his Way. 

Not all the fcornful Infults of the Proud, 

Not all the Cenfinres of the groveling Croud^ 

Not Poverty, in all her Terrors dreft, 

Caii ihake the folld Qglet of his Bteaft: 

Unmov'd he ftands againft the worft of Foes, 

And mocks the Darts, which adverfe Fortune throws^ 

Calm and compos'd, amidf^ or Eafe or Pain ; 

And finds Content, which others feek in vain. 

S o (lands a fieady Rock, fublimeiy fteep^ 
Within th^ Confines of the briny Deepi 



Laft'd 






On fiver al Oceajtons, j 



I 



La/h'd by Hie foaming Su«ge on ev'ry Si(ie, 
Yet can't be ihakea by tli& fucious Tide. 

T H E s why (hould Phantoms difcompofe the Mini f 
Or Woes, fo far from real, fright Mankind? 
Since Weaith can never make-th^ Vicious blc/]-, 
Nor Poverty fubdue the vtttuous Bi;«all; 
Since both from Heav'n's unerring Hand are fenc. 
Lord, give me either, give me but Content* 

7^ THRESHERS Labour. 

To the Reverend Mr, STJNL E 71 

' I ""HE grateful Tribute of thefe rural Layc, 
"*• Which to her Patron's Hand the Mufe conveys, 
Deign t9 accept : 'Tis juft (he Tribute bring 
To him, whofe Bounty gives her Life to fingf 
To him, whofe gen'rous Favours tunc hex Voice i 
And bid her, 'midft her Poveny^ r^i^e. 
InfpitM by thefe, ihe dares herfelf prepare. 
To fing the Toils of each revolving Year y 

B 4 Thofe 
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Thofe endlefs Toils, which always grow anew. 

And the poor ThreJSber's deiHn'd to purfue: ' 
Ev'n chcfe, with Pleafure, can the Mufe rehearfe, 
When you and Gratitude demand her Verfe. 

S o o K as the golden Harveft quits the Plain, 
And Ceres' Gifc^s reward the Farmer's Pain; 
What Corn each Sheaf will yield, intent to hear. 
And guefs from thence the Profits of the Year, 
He calls his Reapers forth : Around we ftand, 
With deep Attention, waiting his Command. 
To each our Task he readily divides, 
And pointing, to our different Stations guides. 
As he dire&s, to difbnt Bams we go > 
Here two for Wheat, and there for Barley two* 
But firft, to (hew what he expe^ to find, 
Thefe Wor^s, or Words like thefe difclofe his Mind : 

** So dry the Com was carry'd from the Field, 
*' So eafily 'twill threih, fo well 'twill yield ; 
** Sure large Day's- Works I weU may hope for now r 
" Come, ftrip, and tryi let's fee what you can do/* 

Divested 
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D I ▼ s s T X D of our Cloaths, with Flail in Haixf,, 
At proper Diftance, Front to Front we ftand : 
An4 firft the Threfliars gentJy fwung, to prove , 
Whether with juit Exadnefs it wiii move : 
That once fecure, we fwiftly whirl them round j 
From the ftrong Planks our Crab-tree Staves rebound, 
And echoing Barns return the rattling Sound. 
Now in the Air our knotty Weapons fly, . 
,, AJid now with equal Force defcend from high ,• 
Down one, one up, fo well they keep the Time, 
The Cyclops' Hammers could not truer chime ^ 
Nor with more heavy Strokes could jEtna groan. 
When Vulcan forg'd the Arms for Thetis' Son. 
In briny Streams our Sweat defcenJs apace. 
Drops from our Locks, or trickles down our Face- 
No Imermiflion in our Work we know j 
The noify Threihal muft for ever go. 
Their Mailer abfent, others fafely play ,• , 
The ileeping Threfhal does itfelf betray.. . 
Nor yet, the tedious Labour to beguile, . 
Afld make the pafling Minutes fweetly fmiic, 
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Can we, like Shepherds, tell a merry Tale ; 
The Voice is lolt, drown'd by the louder Flail. 
But we may think ■ Alasf what pleafing Thing, 
Here, to the Mind, can the dull Fancy bring > 
Our Eye beholds no pleafing Objedi here. 
No chearful Sound diverts our lift'ning Ear. 
The Shepherd well may tune his Voice to fing, 
Infpir'd with all the Beauties of the Spring. 
No Fountains murmur here, no Lambkins play. 

No Linnets warble, and no Fields look gay j 

Tis all a gloomy, melancholy Scene, 

Fit only to provoke the Mufe's Spleen. 

When footy Peafe we threfli, you fcarce can knovr 

Our native Colour, as from Work we go : 

The Sweat, the Duft, and fufFocating Smoke, 

Make us fo much like Ethiofians look, 

We fcare our Wives, when Ev'ning brings us home } 

And frighted Infants think the Bugbear come^ 

W^eek after Week, we this dull Task purfue, 

Unlefs when winn*wing Days produce a new > 

A new, indeed, but frequently a worfe 1 

The Threihal yields but to the Matter's Curfe. 

He counts the Bufhels, counts how much a Day 5 

Then fwears we've idled half our Time away : 

" Why, 
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" Why, look ye, Rogues, d'ye think that this will Jo? 
" Your Neighbours threlh as much again as you." 
Now in our Hands we wi(h our noify Tools, 
To drown the hated Names of Rogues and Fools, 
But wanting thcfe, wejuft like School- boys look, 
When angry Matters view the blotted Book: 
They cry, " their Ink was faulty, and their Pen j " 
We, ** the Corn threlhes bad, 'twas cut too green. " 

But foon as Winter hides his hoary Head, 
And Nature's Face is with new Beauty fpread j 
The lovely Sfring appears, refrelhing Show'rs 
New doatfa the Field with Grafs, and blooming Flow'rs* 
Next her the rip'ning Summer prefles on, 
And Sol begins his longeil Race to run. 
Before the Door our welcome Mafter ftands ; 
Tells us the ripen'd Grafs requires our Hands. 
The grateful Tiding prefemly imparts 
Life to our Looks, and Spirits to our Hearts. 
We wifh the happy Seafon may be fair > 
And, joyful, long to breathe in op'ncr Air, 
This Change of Labour feems to give fuch Eafe, 
With Thoughts of Happinefs ourfelves we plcafe. 
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But, ah ! how rarel/s Happiittifs complete ! 
There's zlwzys Bitter mingled with the Sweet. 
When firft the Lark fings Prologue to the Daf, 
We rife, admonifli'd by his early Lay f 
This new Employ with eager Hafte to prove. 
This new Employ, become fo much our Love* 
Alas ! that human Joys fhou'd change fo foon t 
Our Morning Pleafure turns to Pain at Noon. 
The Birds falute us, as to Work we go. 
And with new Life our Bofoms feem to glow. 
On our right Shoulder hangs the crooked Blade,, 
•The Weapon deftinM to undoath the Mead : 
Our left fupports the Whetftone, Scrip, and Beeri 
This for our Scythes, and thefe ourfelves tochear. 
And now the Field, defign'd to try our Migh^ 
At length appears, and meets our longing Sight. 
The Grafs and Ground we view with careful Eyes, 
To fee which Way the beft Advantage lies; 
And, Hero-like, each claims the foremoft Place. 
At firft our Labour feems a fportive Race : 
With rapid Force our lharpen*d Blades we drive. 
Strain ev'ry Nerve, and Blow for Blow we give. 
All ftrive tovanquilh, tho' the Vidlor gains, 
No other Glory, but the greateft Pains. 
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Bur when the fcorching Sun is mounted higb, 

And no kind Barns with friendly Shade are nigh 'y 

Our weary Scythes entangle in the Grafs^ 

While Streams of Sweat run trickling down apace 

Our fportive Labour we too late lament } 

And wifh that Strength again, we vainly fpent. 

T H u 5, in the Morn, a Courfer h^ve Lfeeo. 
With headlong Fury icourthe level Green; 
Or mount the Hilk, i£ Hills are in his Way,^ 
As if no Labour could his Fire allay f. 
Till Phoebus, ihining with meridian Hear, 
Has bath'd his panting Sides in briny Swe^t t 
The lengthened Chace fcarce ableto fuftain, 
He meafures back theHilli and Dales with Pain- 

With Heat and Labour tirM, our Scythes we quit. 

Search out a ibady Tree and down we fit : 

From Scrip and Bottle hope new Strength to gain j 

But Scrip and Bottle too are try'd in vain. 

Down our parch'd Throats we fcarce the Bread can get ; 

And, quite o'erfpent with Toil, but faintly eat. 

Nor can the Bottleonly anfwer all j 

The Bottle and the Beer are both too fmalL 

Time 
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Time flows : Again we rife from off th^ Graft | 

Again each Mower takej. his proper Place > 

Not eager now, as late, our Strength to prove > 

But all contentod.regular to move. 

We often whet, and often view the Sun ; 

As often wifh, his tedious Race was run. 

At length he veils his purple Face from Sight, 

And bids the weary Labourer^ Good Night. 

Homewards we move, but fpentfo much with Toil, 

We (lowly walk, and reft at ev'ry Stile# 

Our good expelling Wives, who think we ftay, 

Got to the Door, foon eye us in the Way. 

Then from the Pot the Dumplin's catch'd in Hafte," 

And homely by its Side the Bacon plac'd« 

Supper and Sleep by Morn new Strength tbpply ^ 

And out we fet again, our Work to try j 

But not fo early quite, nor quite fo faft, 

As, to our ' Coft> we did the Mornkig paft. 

Soon as the ri^g Sun has- df ank the Dew, 
Another Scene is open to our View : 
Our Matter comes, and at his Heels a Throng 
Of prattling Females, arm'd with Rake and Prong | 
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IVepar'd, whiiil he is here, to make bis Hay j 
Or, if he turns his Back, prepar'd to play ; 
Rjt here, or gone, fure of this Comfort ftill ^ 
Here's Company, fo they may chat their Fill, 
Ah ! were their Hands lb adive as their Tongue^ 
How nimbly then would move the Rakes and Prongs f 

T H B Grafs again is fpread upon the Ground, 
Till not a vacant Place is to be founds 
And while the parching Sun-beams on it (hine, 
The Hay-makers have Time ^\^ov9*^L to dine, 
That foon difpateh'd, they ftill ^t on the Ground -y 
And the brisk Chat, renewM, afrefii goes round* 
A 11 talk at once j but feeming all to fear. 
That what they fpeafc, the reft will hardly hear^ 
Till by degrees' fo high their Notes they ftrain, 
A Stander-by can nought diftingutfli plain. 
So loudV their Speech, and fo confus'd their Noife-, 
Scarce puzzled Echo can return the Voice. 
Ve^ ipite of this, they bravely all go on j 
Each fcorns to be, or feem to be, outdone. 
Mean-while the changing Sky begins to lour. 
And hollow Winds prockinra fuddcn-Show'r j 
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The taf eling Croud can fcarce their Garments gain. 
Before defcendsthe chick impetuous Rain , 
Their noify Prattle all at once is done, 
And to the Hedge they foon for Shelter run*. 

Thus have I feen, on a bright Summer's Day,^ 
On fome green Brake, a Flock of Sparrows play; 
From Twig to Twig, from Bufli to Btifh they fly i 
And with continued Chirping £11 the Sky : 
But, on a Gidden, if a Storm appears, 
Their chirping Noife no longer dins our Ears: 
They fly for Shelter to the thickeft Bufli i 
There (ilent fit, and all at once is hu/h. . 

But better Fate-fucceedS this rainy Day^, 
And little Labour ferves to make the Hay. 
Fail as 'tis cut, fo kindly .fliines the Sun, 
Turn'd once ©r twice, the pleafing Work is done. 
Next Day the Cocks appear in equal Rows, 
Which the glad Mailer in fafe Ricks beilows.. 

The fpacious Fields we now no longer range > ■ 
And yet, hard Fate! .ftill Work for Work we change. 
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B«k to the Barns we haftily are fenf, 
V/liere lately fo much Time we penCve fpent .• 
Not penfive now, we blefs the friendly Shade i 
And to ayoid the parching Sun are glad. 
Yet little Time we in t\it Shade xtaaSxiy 
Before our Mailer calls us forth ^in i 
And fays, " For Harveft now yourfclves prepare i 
" The ripen'd Harveft now demands your Care. 
'* Get all Things ready, and be quickly drefi ; 
** Early next Mom I ihan difturb your Reft.*' 
Stria to his Word! for.fcarce the Dawn appear^ 
Before his hafty Summons iiW^ our Ears. 
His hafty Summons we obey; and rile, 
While yet the Stars are glimm'ring in the Skies. 
With hiffl our Guide we to the Wheat-field go. 
He to appoint, and we the Work to do. 

Y E Reapers, caft your Eyes around the Fields 
And view the various Scenes its Beauties yield* 
Then look again, with a more tender Eye, 
To think how foon it muft in Ruin lie! 
For, once fet in, where-e'er our Blows we deal. 
There's no re&fttngof the well- whet Steel : 
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But here or there, where-€*er our Courfe-we bemf, . 
Sure Defolition docs onr Stepj attend. 

Thus, when Arahia^i Sons, in Hopea of Ptty, 
To ibme more festile Country take their Way,, 
. How beauteous all Things in the M<s>rn appear t 
There rural Cots, and pleafant Villa's herr! 
So many grateful Obje^s meet the Sight, 
The raviih^d Eye could willing gaze till Night. 
but long 'ere then, whereVer their Troopihtft paft^ 
Thefe pleafing ProTptai lie a gloomy Wafte^ 

Thi Morning paft, we fwtitbenuth the Sun ^ 
And but uneafily our Work goes on* 
Before us we perplexing Thtftlei find, 
And Corn blown adVerlc with the ruffling Wind* 
Behind our Mafter waits \ and if he fptes 
One charitable Ear, he grudging cries, 
** Ye fcatter. half your Wages o'er the Land.** 
Then fcrapes the Stubble with his greedy Hand. 

Let thofe who feaft at Eafe on dainty Fare> 
Pity the Reapers, who their Feafts prepare: 



For 



On feveral Occajtons. i^ 

For Toils fcarce ever ceafing prefs us nov ; 

Keft never does, but on the Sabbath, ftow i 

And bireJy that our Mafters will allow. 

Think what a painful Life we daily lead 5 

Each Morning earJy rife, go Jate to Bed : 

Nor, when aflc^, are we fecufc firom Painj 

We then perform our Labours o'er again : 

Our mimic Fancy ever reftlefs fcems i 

And what we ad awake, fte ads in Dreams. 

Hard Fate ! our Labours er'n in Sleep don't ceafe ^ 

Scarce Hx tcutis e'er feir fuch Toils as theft } 

Ba* foon we rife the bearded Crop tgtin, 
Soon Phosbus* Rays well dry the golden Gnin. 
Plcas'd with the Scene, oar Mafter glows with Joy^ 
Bids us for Carrying all our Force employ j 
When ftraight Confufion o'er the Field appears, 
And ftunning Clamours fill the Workmens Earsi 
The Bells and claHiing Whips alternate fouwd^ 
And rattling Waggons thunder o'er the Ground. 
The Wheat, when earry'd, Pcafe, and other Grain^ 
We foon fecure, and leave a fruitlcfs Plain i 
In noify Triumph the laft Load moves orh,. 
And loud Huzza's proclaim the Harveft done. 
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Our Mafier, joyful at the pleafing StgBt^ 
Invites us all to feaft with htm at Night. 

A Table plentifully fpread we find, 
And Jugs of humming Ale, to chear the Mind $ 
Which he, too generous, puflies round fo'&fii 
We think no Toils to come, nor mind tht paft* 
But the next Morning foon.reveals the Cheat^ 
When the fame Toils we muft again repeat^ 
To the fame Bams muft back again return. 
To labour there for Room for next Year's Cora* 

s 

Thus, as the Year's revolving Courfe goes round^. 
No Refpite from our Labour can be found: 
Like Sisyphus, our Work is never donej 
Continually rolls back the reftlefs Stone. 
New-growing Labours ftiil luccced the paftf 
And growing always new, muft always laft.. 
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3:be SHUNAMMITE. 

"To Mrs. ST AN LET, 

TTVElGN, heav'niy Mufes, to affift my Song? 
^^ To heav'niy Mufes heav'nJy Themes belong. 
But chiefly Thou, O God, my Soul infpire, 
And touch mj Lips with thy ceieAial Fire .* 
If Thou delight'ft in fiov^'ry Carmel's Shade, 
Oi Jordan's Stream j from thence I crave thy Aid : 
Inftni^ my Tongue, and my low Accents raife, 
Tofing thy Wonders, and difplay thy Praife: 
Thy Praife let all the Sons of JuJah hear. 
And to my Song the diflant Tribes repair. 

So pray'd the Shunammite i Heav'n lieard the Dame | 
The diftant Tribes around her lift'ning came. 
To hear th' amazing Tale ^ while thus her Tongue^ 
Mov*d by fome heav'niy Pow'r, began the Song. 

Aytsnd, ye Seed* of Ab ram, and give Ear, 

While I Jehovah's glorious Ads declares 

Ho^ 
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How Life from Death, and Joy from Sadnefs fpring. 
If He affift the Mufe, the Mule fhall fing. 
My Lord.^nd I, -to wliom ftU beufittous HeavVi 
His BleiHngs with no fparing Hand had giv'n. 
Like faithful Stewards of our wealthy Store, 
Still lodg'd the Stranger, and reliev'd the Poor, 
And asELisHA, by divine Command, 
Came preaching Virtue to a finful Land } 
He often deign'd to lodge within our Gate^ 
And oft received an hofpitable Treat : 
A decent Chamber for him we prepared > 
And He, the gen'rous Labour to reward, 
Honours in Camp, or Court, tous-propos'd^ 
Which I jrefus*d, and thus my Mind difdos'd : 

He av'n's King has plac'd us In a fertile.Land, 
Where he (how'rj down his Gifts with copious Handt 
Already we enjoy a fluent Store > 
Why (hould we be folicitous.for more? 
Give martial Camps and kingly Courts to them^ 
Who place their only Blifs in fleetiijg Fame : 
There let them live in golden Chains of States 
And be unhappy only to be great*. 
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But le( u« in our fiirive Soil renaia. 
Nor barter H»pptne(^ for fofdid Gain. 
Here may we feed -die Indigent m Peace, 
Or cloath the £afe -vif^ch the foperfluous FJeece, 
And give the weary, fainti if g Pilgrim £afe. 
This we pre^^r to Pomp, and formal Show^ - 
Which only ferve to vamifii o'er our Woe j 
Refulgent Ornaments, which djref§ the Proud, 
Objc<5s of Wonder to the gazing Croud j 
^ec feidom- give Concent, ox foUd Reft, 
To the vain Man, by whom they are poileis'd. 

All BIeffing$, but a ChiJd, Ia\ Hcav'n fupply'dj 
And only that th* Almighty had deny'd : 
Which when the holy prefcient Sage had heard. 
He faid, and I before him jjraight appear'd 5 
And, as my Feet approach d his awful Room, 
i faw his Face diviner Looks affume : 
Not fuch a Wildnefi, and fanatic Mcin, 
With which, fame fay, the Delfhic Priefts are feen i 
When they, for Myfteries of Fate, explain 
The odd Chimera's of a frantic Brain i 
But with a grave UBajefticAir he flood. 

While more thanHtiman «n ^s A&^A glow'd* 

Ccleftial 
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Celefiial Grace fat on his radiant Look, 
And Pow'r diffufive {hone, before he fpoke. 
Then thus: ** Hail gen'rous Soul ! thy pious Cares 
** Are not forgot, nor fruitlefs are thy Prayers : 
•*' Propitious Heav'n, thy virtuous Deeds to crown^ 
" Shall make thy barren Womb conceive a Son." 
So fpake the Seer j and, to cofnpleat my Joy, 
As he had (poke, I bore the promised Boy. 

Soon to my Friends the welcome News was known, 
Who crowded in apace to fee my Son* . 
Hailing, with kind Salutes, the recent Child j 
And, with their pious Hymns, my Pain beguil'd. 
When all had faid, I mov'd my joyful Tongue > 
And thus to Heav*n addrefs'd my grateful Song: 

** O God, what Eloquence can fing thy Praife ? 
** Or who can fathom thy ihipendous Ways ? 
** All Things obey at thy divine Command ; 
(* Thou mak'fl a fruitful Field of barren Land: 
*^ Obdurate Rocks a fertile Glebe fliall be, 
** And bring forth copious Crops, if bid by Thee ^ 
** ArahUn Deferts fhall with Plenty fmile, 
^ And curling Vines adorn the fterileSoil." 

A& 
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A s thus flie fpalce, her Audience raife their Voice ; 
And interrupt her Song, as they rejoice : 
" O God, we gladly hear thy mighty Pow*r, 
" With joyful Heart thy gracious Name adore .• 
** All Nature is fubfervient to thy Word ; 
" And fhifts her wonted Courfe, to pleafe her Lord. 
" We for thy Servant's Joy, our Thanks exjarefs i 
** As grows the Child, fo may her Blifs increafc .• 
" And may the Guardian Angels, who prefide 
" Over the 'BXtk*^^ his future Adions guide ; 
" Make fpotlefs ^tue crown his vital Date, 
^' And hoary Honour end his Life but late > 
** Then fafely bear **«— .The Dame here wav'd her Hand ; 
The People ilraight obey her mute Command : 
All filer, t ftand, and all attentive look. 
Waiting her Words, while thus (he mournful fpoke: 

All Pleafures are imperfecft here below ; 
Our fweeteft Joys are mix'd with bitter Woe: 
The Draught of Blils, when in our Goblet caft; 
Is daih'd with Grief 5 or fpilt before we tafte* 
Ere twice four Years were meafur'd by my Son, 
(So foon, alas ! the greateft Blefling's gone) 

C I* 
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In Harveft-Time he to the Reapers goes. 
To view the beaded Stieare^ end in Rowij 
Like an embattled Af my in the Field \ 
A ne\xr delightful ^nA^Qi to the Child t 
But either there ebe icorching Sun difplayM 
His Heat intenie, and on his Vitals prey'd; 
Or eUe fome fudden apopledic Pain, 
With racking Torture, feiz'd his tender Brain j 
His Spirits fail'd, be ftraight began to faint. 
And to his Father vainly made Complaint: 
The glowiqg Rofe was quickly feen to fade: 
At once his Beaury, and his Lifedecay'd* 

S 00 Ny at ni}y Hbufe, tfa« difinal News I heard > 
Soon, at my Houfe, the dying Child appeared : 
T'embrace him I, with fond Affe&ion, run > 
And, O ! faid I, what Pain afflids my Son ? 
He try'd to Ipeak j but, fault'ring, gave a Groan ; 
No perfed Word proceeded fxom his Tongue > 
But on his Lips the broken Accents hung. 
All Means I U4*d, that might aliay his Pain; 
All Means I ui'd, but ua'd them all in vain. 
Yet, while he liv'd, my Soul would not defpair ^ 
Nor, till he ceas'd to heathe, I ceas'd my Pray'rr 

Deluding 
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Deluding Hope now ftopt the filling Tears ; 
Now his incre^fiog Patas mcwui^d my Pears .* 
By Hope and Fear akemaie wia I toft, 
Tiii Hope, in a fad Ctrtikktj was l«ft r 
Short, and nacre ibd^rc, Jie dfew hii pasting fiitatii, 
(Too fure Pirefiige of kia appfOtcUng D«adi !) 
Till foon the filoed, 42Qgigealiiig, ceaaiM to flow f 
He dropt hii IJf nlj wsdi m dedkiing Bow : 
Thrice, from my Breaft, to 4Bdfe bimfidf iie try'd, 
And thrice funk doom agim j then, groamng dy'd* 

Thus, when w'uh Giae weVe nucs'd 4 tender Vine, 
And taught the docile Sxandiei wheie to twine ; 
An Eaftern Gak, or fome pemictotrs Fioft, 
Nips the young Tiee, and all otir Labour's loft* 

With HQivor cirilM, a whtk I fpeechlefis ftood^ 
Viewing the Child, and' tr^fiMing as I yrew'd : 
My Eyes difeharg^d tiieif humid Store apace, 
And Tean ifiscceeded Tears adown tny Face .- 
&arcely ny Heait the Load of Grief fuftatoM ; 
At length, recov'rfcg Spetch, I tlius«omplain*d : 
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O fleeting Jots, incDnftantas die Windl 
Which only for a Moment pleafc the Mind; 
Then fly, and leave a Weight of Woes behind! 
But yet in vain I thus lament and mourn i 
The Soul, once fled, fliaU jne^r. more return j 
And the ^ir Body now^moftbeconvey'd 

To Earth's darkvBofom, and eternal Shad e ■ ■ 

Yet let me not prefer ibe a Bound to Heav'n j 
'Twas by a Miracle the Child was giv'n .; 
Nor can I think the Wonder is more great. 

Should the departed Soul refume her Seat. 

What if I to Mount Carmetl hafte away, 

To him who did his myftic Birth difplay ? 

His powerful Word the Barren fruitful made,- 

His pow'iful Word, perhaps, may raife the Dead. 

The famous Ttfbhhe raised a .Widow's Son.^ 

Elisha. has as wond'rous A&ip^s dene. 

When he to Jerdans rapid T^rent came ,* 

And, with thp Mantle, fmote th' impetuous Stream i 

Obfequious to the Stroke, the; W^yts dividc'i 

And raift a liquid Wall on ehher Sidj^f 

At Jericho long had, the barren Soil 

OeceivVl the Husbandman;, and mock'd his Toil^ 
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ycf, at his Word, it grew a fertile Field, 
And pois'nous Springs did wHolefomtf Waters yield. 
Nor can he only fuch great BleiCngs fend j 
fiutCurfes, if invok'd, his Call attend : 
Elfe how at Bethel brought he Vengeance down^ 
As a juft Scourge, on that opprobrious Town ?" 
Again, when Moah Peace with IJrael broke, 
And vainly ftrove to quit the fervile Yoke i 
Our powerful Kings led fortli th** embattled Hoft 
Thro' Edom's fultry Wilds^ and Air aduft j 
Where the confed'rate Troops- no Water found^ 
Dry were the Springs, and flerife was the Ground ; 
The Captains wonted Strength and Courage fail'd, 
When Thirft and Foes at once their Hoft afTaiFd'j 

The Kings to him their joint Petitions made, 
And fainting Soldiers crav'd his timely Aid ; 
Nor crav'd in vain : The paw'rfltl Word he (pake: 
And flowing Waters formM a fpacious Lake ,• 
The fliining Streams advanc'd their humid Train|. 
Till Edoa^s Wilds became a liquid Plain s 
Not in more Plenty did the Waters run 
Out of the Rock, when ttruck by Awa am's Son- 
And who can that amazing.Deed forget^. 

Which he performed to pay the Widow's Debt ? 

^ ^ Whofe 
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Whofe Quantity of Oil one Pot contain'd; 
Yet num'rous Vefiels fUlM, befeie *twafi 4ratfi'<L 
Sure he, who fuch ftupcndoas AAs hfts done^ . 
If God propitiouj- prove, cxn raifo my Son. 

So fayiogy up I Caught the Child with Speed > 
And laid him on the faored Prophet's Bed f 
Then call'd my Servant to prepare the Steed. 
Penfive arid fad, my mourning Husband faid, 
'Tis now in vain to crave Bmsha*s Aid i 
No God To-day the Prophet does inTptte ,' 
Nor can he anfwer, what thou wouldft lAquii^. 

RAtuEK than fink, faid I» attempt to ratft 
My Hopes, nor talk of ceremonial Days > 
His God is prefent Itill, and hears him when he prays. 
Thus fatdy urging my Steed with eager Hafte, 
Swift as a Mountain Ro^ the Plains I pafs'd ; 
O'er Hills and Dales my Journey I purfuM ^ 
Nor ilack'd my Pace, tillCarmwi*^ Mount I.vte9»*d ; 
On whofe delightibi Brow, in cool Retreat, 
Among the curili^ Vixfe^ the Prophet kt^ : 
Whofe tflihing Arms » verdant Arbour mddr; 
The verdant Arbour form*d a grateful Shade i 

The 



f 



On fever d Occajtons. 31 

The fanning Zephyn g<Rely ^ay*i aiound, 

And fhook the trembling Leavet, and fwe[t the Orounrf* 

Down huofibly at his Feet I proftiate fcll^ 

Submit y and, weepiog, told the jnoorn&l Tale. 

Strive to compofc thy arvkiovt So«ti» fatd hef 
^ Tears can't revoke JsttovAii'i iiai'cl Decree: 
We Jive and die, end bedi, ae he dimka fit, 
Who may command y bot Mortelt inuft fubfrnt 
This Fate the King, as wdl af Peafant, finds f 
Nor is it evii, hut to evil Minds— -*-•—• 
Yet if from Heav'n I can my Saxt ckmn^ 
Thy lifelels Son ftall yet revive agann* 

Thus faid, with Looks divine, his Staff he view9. 
As if fome powerful Charm he would infcie : 
Then calls his Servant haftily, and faid, 
On the Child's Face let this be quickly laid. 

O ThoUy faid I, on whom my Hopes depend^ 
Do not this Work to Servants Caie commend ; 
If Thou thyfelf with me refufettr g% 
Here, to the lift'ning Vines, m vent my Wofr> 



C4 
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Still proftrate lie, lamenting for my Son, 
Till ev'ry Hill prove vocal to my Moan. 
More had I fa'id, but Grief the Words' fuppreft , 
Yet Sighs, and filent Tears explained the reft. 
At length he from his verdant Seat arofe, 
And^haitily adown the Mountain goes : 
To Shunem we, with Speed, our Way purfue j 
The City foon appears within our View i 
And the obedient Servant, at the Gate, 
Returning fad, without Succefs, we mtti 
The beauteous Child by Death Hill vanquiih'd lay f 
Still Death i/ifulted. o'er the beauteous Prey : 
Till to the Houfe the facred Seer was come, 
And, with fupernal Pow'r, approach'd the Room. 

By the dead Child, awhile, hepenfive flood; 
Then from the Chamber put the mourning Crowd : 
That done, to God he made his ardent Prayer, 
And breath 'd upon the Child with vital Air; 
And now the Soul re fumes her priftine Seat ; 
And now the Heart again begins to beat ; 
Life's purple Current o'er the Body fpreads, 
While Death, repuls'd, inglorioufly recedes. 



f 

Thus, 
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Thus, when a prowling Wolf has ftol'n a Lamb, 
He ilernly guards it from the heating Dam i 
But if the Keeper comes, he quits his Prey, 
And low'ring, with Reludlance, makes away. 

And now the Prophet, to my longing Arms, 
Refign'd the Child, with more than wonted Charms^ 
The blufliing Rofe (hone freiher in his Face,. 
And Beauty fmil'd with a &perlor Grace. 

S o, when HeavVs Lamp, that rules the genial Day, 
Behind the fable Moon purfues his Way ; 
Affrighted Mortals, when th' Eclipfe is o'er, 
Believe him more illuflrious than before. 

Here ends the Dame; and the promifcuous Throngs 
Witfi Hallelujahs thus conclude the Song: 
" Holy and good art Thou, Lord God of Hoft, 
" And all thy Works axe wonderful and juft: 
'^ Both Life and Death are in thy pow'rful Hand ; 
" Bpth Life and Death obey thy great Comrfiand: 
" By thy great Pow'r the Heav'ns and Earth are aw'd j 
^ Then let the Heav/ns and Earth adore their God. 
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" Thou glorious Sun, that mcafur'ft all our Days, 

•* RiCng and fcfting, ftiil advance hisPraife : 

^* Thou Moon, and yc Itfs giitc^ing Orbs, that dance 

** Round this terreftrial Globe, his Fraife advance ! 

" Ye Seas, for ever waving to and fto, 

" Praife, when yc ebb i and praifc him when ye flows 

** Ye wand'ring Rivers, and each purling Stream^ 

•* As ye purfue your Courfe, his Praife proclaim : 

** Ye Dewi, and Mifb, and humid Vapours, all, 

•* Praife, when ye rife ,• and praife him, when ye fall x 

•* But chiefly i/r^f/, who doft daily view 

« His powerful Works, his daily Praife renew-" 




GRJTITUDE. A Pastoral. 



MENJLCJS, COLIN. 

Men A Lc AS. 

T^Riend Colin! well o'ertook. I have of late 
•■^ Obferv'd they chearful Mein, and airy Gfirr 
Say, what aufpicious Change, fince t'other Day, 
When by thy lonely Cot I took my Way ? 

Sorrow 
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Sorrow and Sadneis tben (/erfprcad tjby '^tHfnt^ 
And ev'ry Look did glootty Car«s difclofe s 
Now Joys diffufive in thy Aip€<ft rife. 
And Mirth and Gla^nefs fparkle in thy Eyes. 

C O L I If . 

Whsre haft thou livM» Msnalcas, not to know^ . 
Whofe gen'rous Bounty has removed my Woe? 
I though ty the gracious C a ioli ma's Nftmc, 
Ere this, had fill'd the fouoding Trump of Fame* 

M £ N A L C A S. 

That gracious Name, the World is bound to hlit^^y 
All grateful Swains her gen'rous Deeds confefs : 
But, Colin, fay, has fhe reroov'd thy Care? 
I'm happy, when thy Happinefs I hear. ^ 

COLI N. 

O You, Menalcas, know my abjed Krth, 
Bom in a Cot, and bred to till the Earth : 
On rigid Worldlings always doom'd to wait, 
Forc'd at their frugal Hands my Bread to get s 
But when my Wants to Carolihb werekrtown, 
Sheblefs'd me witi a Paftorc of in J owftr 
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This make«4iew Pleafuresin my fiofom glow j 
Thefe joyful Looks I to her Bounty owe. 

Memalcas. 

And may kind Heav'n reward that gracious Queen> 
Who to thy Wants has fo propitious been ! 
Yet, tho* her Bounty has thy Wants fuppfy'd, 
Ltt not her Bounty e'er exalt thy Pride i 
But keep an humble Mind, a grateful fleart j 
Her Favours far exceed thy own Defert ? 
Heav'n mov'd the Goodnefsof the Royal Damej 
And Heav'n and She thy Gratitude muft claim. 

Colin, 

When me She firft into her Favour took, 
I cut this oaken Staff, ('tis now my Crook) 
And grav'd her Royal Bounty in the Rind ,• 
But grav'd it deeper in my grateful Mind : 
The Letters in the Staff may wear away i 
Thofe written in my Soul fhall ne'er decay. 

\ 

Menalcas. 

So may their little Flock increafe their Tale> 
So may thy Field of Failure never fitil j 

May 
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May Heav'n and She, in juft Proportion, ftill 
Or fmile, or frown, as thou art good, or ill. 

Colin. 

May hungry Foxes kill my tender Lambs, 
May poisonous Serpents fuck their bleating Danns> 
And may my Cows diftended Udders fail, 
Elude my Hopes, and never fill the Pail > 
In fhort, (to make my Curfe the more complete, 
Tho' 'tis the only Thing I dread and hate) 
May Heav'n' and heav'niy Carolike remove 
Their Smiles, if Colin e'er ungrateful prove. 

Menalcas. 

Thy Thanlcs and Pray'rs her gen'rous Soul will pieafe; 
A Tribute jnftly due, and paid with Eafe t 
Son^ietimes a Song, perhaps, Ihe may require ; 
And thou to £ng, . but lately didft afpire y 
When in an abje^l:, low, laborious State, 
Sunk deep in Cares, and prefs'd beneath their Weight? 
Then (fo, at leaft, 'tis faid among our Swains) 
In Sonnets Colin chann'd away his Pains : 
Much fooner now thou may'ft a Song rehearfe, 

Whenever (he coadefcends to h«ar thy Verfe. 

Couw. 
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C O L I N» 



O Friend f too well you know, my fimple Strains 
Are far inferior to each rural Swain's ; 
Yet, flnce Great Carolina thinks no Scorn, 
To patronize a Shepherd meanly born; 
Henceforth Til ftrive to raife my Voice fublime, 
And with her Royal Name adom my Rhyme ; 
111 on each verdant Mountain fing her Praife, 
And vocal Groves (hall echo to my Laysj 
To ev'ry Swain her Godlike Worth proclaim, 
Nor ever droptte pleafing glorious Theme* 

MSHALCAS. 

tHEW, fiiKe we're met, where ftiendlyBranchcsfpread^ 
AndtremUing Leaves diffufe a cooling Shade f 
Since, on theSptays, the Tbrufliand Finch rejoice. 
Invoke thy Mufe, and tune thy rural Voice* 

C L I H.^ 

A N o !• IT E R Day my rural Voice Pli ratfc, 
Another Day the Mufc (hall tune her Lays : 
But now, ^ alas ? fuch crowding Joys I find, 
No Words' Cfla fpcak the TrartJ^ts rfmy Minrfr 

Would 
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Would Phoebus warm me with poecic Fire, 

Or would th6 MarHuan Mufe my Tongue lAfpiref 

As great Eliza (hone in S^EUCfiE.** LtnCy 

The Greatei: Caholika ffaould ia mine; 

Then woold I emulate rhe tiMieful ThiOfif , 

And with hergiorious Name tinmorttlize my Song. 

A PASTORAL ELEGY. 

AT firft in Vales obfcure the Lyrelftrungr 
•* *• Vales, where the Mufe hfer annual Labours fong ? 
Now, leaving thefe, (he ranges o'er the Plain, 
And tunes her Voice to Flocks and Shepherd SWAUisf 
Yet, freih in Grief, but feebly moves her Wings, 
Weeps, while ihe flics 5 and tfe«ble««(he fings. 

Two Country Svirains, in Frirtrfftip firmly joia^l, 
Lov'd each Alike, and were, liRe Brother!, kiad : 
Great Cabouji« her Royal Bttuntfy ihow'd 
To one, and rats'd him fifom the grOvUing. Crowd i 
When ftraight hts fmiling Looks, and chearful Mien, 
Proeiaim'd the Goodnefs of a gracious Quhku j 



Bue 
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But gloomy Sadnefs foon his Face po&fs'd, 
And clouded all the Joys before exprefs'd: 
The other gay and pleafant ftill appearM } 
Nor griev'd for Evils paft, nor future fear'd $ 
One Day they met > Mekalcas £rft began ^ 
And thus the mournful Tale, alternate, ran: 

Menalcas. 

Why, Colin, doft thou wear that penfive Look, 
And fighing ftand, fupported by thy Crook ? 
5ay, from what Caulc this Melancholy fprings ? 
Or doft thoii verify what Damon fings? 
*' Vain Man can never fatiate his Defjres j 
** The more he has^ the more he ftill requires : 
** To-day he's craving, and To-morrow cloy'd f 
" New Pleafures grow infipid, when enjoy'd." 
So, when our Sheep on Hills refufe to feed, 
We ftraight remove them to the verdant Mead^ 
Where all, intent, the lufcious Herbage gratzej 
And, for that Day, their Pafture feems to pleafe : 
The next, they range around the flow'ry Space i 
And bleating telly they loath the tainted Grafs. 



CotiN. 
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Co LI K. 

T w A s Ycfterday, a giddy Sheep I riewM, 
Which rofe in Cuddy's Fold, and ftagg'ring flood; 
While one, with burly Horns, fecure from Pain, 
Ran, enviouily, and pufh'd him down again. 
So you, vain jefting Youth ! unmov'd with Care, 
Infult the haplefs Swain, that's in Defpair. 

Menalcas. 

I nor infuited, nor intended Guile i 
And, if Ijefted, 'twas to make thee/ini/e; 
But tell me, Swab, what wond'rous Turn of Fate 
O'erclouds thy Face, that look'd ferene of late? 
What, is thy Harveft blafled on the Ground ? 
Or has the Royal Carolina fiown'd? 
Unveil thy Griefi, and make thy Sorrows known ; 
^m know, my Friend's Misfortunes are my own. 

C O L I V* 

M Y Harveft is not blafted on the Ground, 
Nor has the Royal Carolina frown'd : 
But lately, when the Sun had gaily dteft 
The lofty Mountains in a purple Veft, 
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learlyrofc, to tend my fleecy Care > 

Wet was the Grafs, and piercing cold the Atr. 

My lovely St LVi A, fttybAind, 1 6id, 

Till X have weaVd a Garland for thy Head f 

Till I a Bow'r, wiclr fliady Brandies^ form. 

To ihun the torching Ray, or rapid Storm ; 

And, when the Dew's exhard, which Night difltil'd, 

Blefs Colin with thy PrefenccintheFi^id* 

She anfwer'd not; but from her Bofom fent 

A deep prefaging Sigh, before I went. 

The Sun had painted ev'ry Obj«£l gay^ 

When to the chearful Field X t&ok my Way } 

The Laiic with Matting welcom'd in the Morn^ 

The Thrulh and Finch &t chirping on the Thorn | 

The Swallows round, in tiry Circles flew; 

And, ah ! poor Coun then was joyful too; 

But fuddeniy I faw the Miflt arife, 

And dark'ning Clouds o'crfpread the dusk y Skies,- 

Th' Horizon feem'd to caft a gloomy Frown, 

While from his airy Height the Lark funk down; 

The tuneful Birds their joyous Songs deny'd j 

And boding Owls, and footy Ravens, cry'd, 

My drooping Heart, which felt unufoal Weight, 

Shock'd with fuch Omens, ceas'd almoft to beat: 

Yet 
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Yetthefe, fald I, porfenJno Erif, while 

My Royal Miftrefr eondefeends to fmilc .• 

If She's propitious what can C^Lm fear? 

Inur'd the \dkt Ilk of Lift to- beaf . 

Thus faid, I took mf W^y to yonder Grove; 

And form'd, wkfa fprtading Boughs, an archM Alcove.* 

So dofe I twiftid in each pliatnt Spray, 

As might exclude the Wind, ot ftinny Ray. 

With fweeteft Flow*r« I d«ckM ^e moffy Grdund^ 

Andflrew^d the fragrant Woodbinds all around* 

Here, when, faii>d If mf SVlvia toam a^fielc^. 

This grateful BowV ^ Me Ritreat (hsAl yield ? 

If rainy, here (be may the Storms evade > 

If fair, the Branches will projeA a Shade: 

Her« SvLviA ihaii^ with Con bf, take herReffj 

And Colin here, with SytviA, finitbebUftr 

As thus I ^ke, awund I eaft my Eye, 

And faw .celcftial Crlia drawing nigh r 

1 law J but wonder'd why her hcav'nly Mein 

Was clouded o'er, that us'd to be ferene, 

Celia's the Millieft of the flow'ry ?kin, 

Whofe's 'Bounty'6 known to fev'ry woitiy Swain ? 

m 

Not Godlike Pan prefidcd with mote Care, 

Nor to j4rca4ian Shepherds v^'as Co dear, 

WhcBi 
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When Celi A to, the rural Shjideretircs, 

She ev'ry Breaft.with rifing Hope infpires } 

Expelling Swains, with joyous Looks, proclaim 

The happy Time, and hail the genVous Dame : 

As languid Pi^ncs, which half the Year lie dead, 

When Sfring approaches, raife their 'drooping Head» 

She crofs'd the Plains with a dejeded Air f 

Her penfive Afped: fhew'd her pious Care > 

And, loth th! unwelcome Tidings to reveal, 

She Hghing fpoke, and left th' unfinifh'd Tale^ 

*' Ah poor unhap[^ Swain ! return^ return -, 

*^ The fable Clouds foretei a rainy Morn : 

" Nor only is the Day o'ercaft with Gloom i 

^ Thy pleafing Hopes are blafted all at home^ 

** Thy Sylvia, O! "—She faid, and dropt the reft f 

But my prefaging Heart too rightly guefs'd : 

I filent ftood, and fpeke my Grief with Tears; 

You know, my Heart was firmly link'd to her's* 

MSKALCAS. 

I know, your Hearts are link'd in Friendihip faft j 
Long may that mutual Bond of Friendfliip laft : 
May Hymen to you both propitious prove. 
And Death but late untie the Knot of Love* 

Colin. 



f 
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0! ftop, Menalcas, and my Lofs deplore j 
The good, the faithfuJ Sylvia is no more! 
That gloomy Morn, flic, in my Abience, dy'd 5 
Anci rigid Death the laft Farewel deny'd. 
Another Lofs I could content have borne j 
Butinuft the Lofs of Sylvia always mourn. 
My lovely Sylvia was my fofteft Theme, 
My Song by Day, by Night my pleafing Dream : 
Sutnow in Sighs I ipend the Iing'ring Day^* 
And, weeping, pafs the t^Ltdy Night away: 
' Nor doe^thy Friend indulge a needlefs Care,- 
My Lofs is great, and juft is my Defpair. 

M E N A L c a s. 

Thy Lofs and Sorrows equally are great j 
But Death's the Law of Nature, fix'd by Fate: 
ftir FJocks, our Herds, our All, precarious ftands ; 
And fell we niuft, when Heav'n our Fall commands. 

Co n vu. 

Yet Flocks and Herds are with Reluftance fpar'd j 
And what arc' Flocks and Herds, with her compar'd? ' 
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A hungry Fox ftole ten of Cuddy's Lambs, 
A lurching Mongrel ktll'd theur bleating Dams ; 
Say, did not Cuddy for his Lofs repine? 

Bu^ ah ! what Lofs was his, compared with mine ? 

, t, • ■ 

Menalcas. 

I have ft Flute, which Damon lately made; 
No Shepherd on a Tweeter ever play'd: 
I tun'd it Yefterday, and llraight a Throng 
Of Nymphs and Swains ran crowding to my Song > 
My lift'ning Ewes, a-while, forfook their Meat; 
My tender Lambs, tho' hungry, ceasM to bleat; 
ril tune again the foft harmonious Lay j 
Mufic, perhaps, may chafe thy Cares away. 

Co LI K, 

Mbnalcas, Muiic*s for a lighter 111 j 
Such Woes as mine would baffle all thy Skill. . 
Upon his Flute Alexis often plays, 
And ilrives to charm, my Sorrows with his Lays 5 
Upon his Flute Alexis plays in vain : 
His Lays, tho^ charming, ctraiot charm my Pain* 
The tuneful Birds, rejoice on ev'ry Spray, 
My wanfon Lambkios in tbeir f afturef lay ; 



In 
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In vain the tuneful Birds rejoice, in vain 
My wanton Lambkins fport upon the Plain. 

WitR chearful Green the fpacious Fields are crown'd, 
And beauteous Flow'rs adorn the painted Ground % 
The fnowjr BloComs on die Branches ihine, 
A pleafing Scene to *v'ry Eye, but mine ! 
For neither chearful dreen, diat crowns die Field, 
Nor fnowy Bloffoms, wiitch the Branch«i yield, 
Nor Flow'rs, that fpread die painted Meadows o'<r, 
Delight my Efes> oow Stltia is no mope. 

Me MA LC A 5. 

Tis more than Time thy mournful Btrge to etid i 
For, fee, the whiftling Ploughmen homeward tend > 
Our fleecy Flocks fland waiting round the Foid ; 
Damp feel the Dews, the ruffling Breeses ooM^ 
The fetting Sun forfakes the bloflnng Skiet^ 
And hazy Fogs from madhy Grounds arift : 
Then fold thy Sheep, thy anxious Oifts remove; 
Nor weep on Esctfa^ fer her who fiigi above. 



Oh 
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"•<izi a Good Conscience. 

TH E folid Joys of human Kind 
Are thofe that flow from Peace of Mind j 
For who the Sheets of Life can tafte^ 
With Vice, and tim'rous Guilt, oppieft? 
*Tis Virtue foftens all our Toils, 

With Peace our Confcience crowns ; 
Gives Pleafure, when our Fortune fmiles. 
And Courage, when it frowns; 
Calms ev*ry Trouble, makes the Soul ferene, 
Smooths thecontradled Brow, and chears the Heart within. 

While guilty Minds, involv'd with Woe, 

Anticipate the future Blow,- 
Which is (to make Damnation more complete) 
The leifer Hell, in Paflage to the great | 
Bold and intrepid honeft Men appear ; 
For, as they know no Evil, none they fear ? 
A glorious Shield of Virtue guards their Breaft ; 
Arm'd with themfelve^, they always walk at Reft* 

Thus, 
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T H us, under burfting Clouds, and ftormy Skies, 
When Thunder roars, and Lightning flies, 
Th* Imperial Eagles boliJy rove. 
Nor dread the fiery Bolt of J v e i 
While meaner Birds in fecret creep below j 
And trembling fear, and often feel the Blow. 

On U\J SI C. 

J. 

^\/t U S I C the coldeft Heart can warm, 
"* The hardeft melt, the fierceft charm i 

Difarm the Savage of his Rage, 

Difpel our Cares, and Pains afluage ; 

With Joy it can our Souls infpire. 

And tune our Tempers to the Lyre; 

Our Pallions, like the Notes, agree, 

And ftand fubdu'd by Harmony. 

This found the melancholy King^ 

When David tunM the trembling Stri 
Sweet Music chas'd the fuUen Spleen 
And made his clouded Soul ferenely g 

D 




^??^ 
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11. 
While ^usic bm^es in martial Airs, 
The Coward dares fougtt his Ftarsj 
Or, if the Notes to Pity foutid, 
Revenge and Envy ceafc to wound: 
The Pow'r of Music has been known. 
To raife or tumble Cities down : 
Thus Thehan Turrets, Authors fay, 
Were raisM by Music*€ Mtgick Lay ; 
And antient Jericho's Heav'n-hated Wall, 
To facred Music, ow'd its dcftin*d Fall. 

III. . 
Nor Mortals only Music love ^ 
It chears celeftial Saints above: 
Sweet Hallelujahs Angels fing 
Around their great Ethereal Kmo; 
Ceaflefs they found the Father's Praife, 
The Father too approves their Lays; 
For H E (as all Things) Music made, 
And Seraph IMS before Him play'd: 
When over Horeb*& Mount He came^ 
Array'd in Majeftyand Flame j 
After the founding Trump, fublime, He rode | 
The founding Trump proclaim^ th' approaching G O D. 

Music 
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IV. 

Music "had Being, long before 

The iblemn Organ kamt td roar r 

When Michael, o'er the hcav'nIyPlaift, 

Advanc'd, to fight the rebel Train ,• 

Loud Trumpets did his Wrath declare. 

In Music, terrible to hear : 

And when the Univerfe was nnade, 

On golden Harp^ «he Angels play'd: 

And wisen itfalll^^ (as fall it mufl) 

Music ihall penetrate the Duft,' 
The Trump ihall found with the Archangel's Breath 5 
And, fweetly dreadful ! wake the Dead from Death, 



0/1 Richmond Park, tf»i Royal 

Gardens. 

OF bllfsful Groves I fing, and flowVy Plains s 
Ye Sylvan Nymphs, aiTift my rural Strains* 

Shall Winifor Foreft gain a deatblefs Fame^ 

.1*.. 

And grow immortal as the Poet's Name i 

D % While 
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While not a Bard, of all fhe tuneful Throng, 

With thefe delightful Fields adorns hi«* Song? 

Thy Gardens, Richmond^ boalt an equal Theme, 

And only ask an equal Mufe's Flame. 

What tho' no Virgin Nymphs, of Cynthia's Train, 

With Belt and Quiver grace the verdant Plain ? 

What tho' no fabled confecrated Floods 

Flow o'er thy Fields, or murmur thro* thy Woods? 

My Song thy real Beauties (hall purfue. 

And paint the lovely Scenes, land paint'^'em true; 

A pleadng Task ! Nor flight ihall be thy Praifc, 

If Royal Caiiolin£ accept the Lays. 

Delighted, often thro* the mazy Groves, 
The Mufe, in penfive Contemplation, roves ,• 

* ^ » » 

Or climbs the flow afcending f Hill, whofe Brow . 
Hangs o'er the filver Stream, which rolls below i 
Where all around ine (hining Prol'pedls rife, 
And various Scenes invite my gazing Eyes; 
And, while I view one Objed with Delight, 
New pleafing Wonders charm the feafted Sight : . 



* This was writ in the Year 1731 5 fince when, great Alterations 
and Improvements have been made in the Gardens, and feveral Poemt 
pubiiih'd on the fame Subjedt f RicbmQnd HiU* 

Now 
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Now thisillures, now that attracfls it mod $ 
And the firtt Beauty's in the fecond loft. 

Thus, in a grateful Concert, may we hear 
The Sounds at once furprize, and charm our Ear i 
The trembling Notes, in hafty Fugues, arifei 
And this advances, e're the former flies y 
All feem to be confus'd, yet all agree, 
To p^rfe<f!k the melodious Harmony. 

Bfnsath the Mount, with what majcftic Pridr 
The Sire of Rivers roiis his Slrtt Tide f 
Let Poets fing of Hirmus* goldtn Shore, 
His amber Foam, and Sands of ihining Ore: 
Nor Tagus envy we, nor fruitful Nile^ 
Whofe fatt'ning Floods enrich the thirfty Soil i 
Happy Britannia boafts as fair a Stream, 
As great in Bounties, and as great !n Fame j 
Since Den ham's deathlels Mufe has fung his Tide^ 
And Indians Riches o'er his Sur&ce glide* 

Obsequious River, when my Eyes furvey 
Thy Waves, or Eaft, or Weft, purfue their Way t 



Dj 



Now 
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i^ow fwifdy roll, to meet the briny Main > 

Ac ftated Periods, now return again ; 

How vain the Schemes of Infidels appear ! 

How weak their Reas'nings, and the God how clear! 

Say, Atheifts, fince you own, by Nature's Laws, 

There's no EfFe£l produced without a Caufe j 

Why /hould the reftlefs Stream run to and fro, 

And, with alternate Motion, ebb and fiow> 

Did not fome Being, of fuperior Force, 

Rule the wild Waves, and regulate their Courfe? 

Hence lofty Wsntlfor Co the Sight appears; 
And, high in Air, her pompous Turrets rears t 
Wide, round her Domes, the fpacious Foreft fliine», 
Tho' brighter much So Pole's harmonious Lints : 
O ! wou'd his tuneful Mufe my Bread infptre, 
With equal Warmth, with her fublimer Fire ; 
Then Richmond Hill renown'd in Verfe ihou'd grow. 
And Thamts re-echo to the Song below j 
A fecond Edtn in my Page fliou'd fliine. 
And Milton's Paradife fubmit to mine. 

Oft, loft in Thought, forgetful of my Way, 
I, o'er the Park, thro' Wilds of Beauty Uray j 

Where 
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Where fportive Nature \rancons a( hep Wijf, 
And lavilhes her £10001^ UBcbieck'd by Skill. 
Old venerable Trees, majeftic^ rifr» 
Sublime in Air, and brave the vaulted Skiecj 
Which, free from crueJ ^'^ti^ or Lab'icr's Hand, 
In peaceful Age,, and hoary HonijiK ftand^ 
Here, when Aurora &r& bt^n« to dawn. 
The wakeful Larks fpriAg ndOuniiAg ^rn the Lawnj- 
Pois'd by their Plumes, in lofty Flights they play j 
With joyful WarbUngs hail th* appcoi^ehing Di^yt 
But, wiien the Sun diipiays a pjuirple Scea^, 
And drinks the pezrly Dev^, that d«ck'd the GfCQAj 
A thoufand tuneful Birdf in Concert mct% 
A thoufand tunefiii Noma dM Qrovf^ rf pM i 
And, when their Mufic cnfaa with the P^y» 
Sweet Philomela <;han<4 bf r penfiv^ La;^ 

But, hark ! I hear a louder Mufic fQujD4 J 
From Woods and Vales the various Notes ttbo^^it 
*Tis Obion's King purfiie* the RayalCbace: 
The nimble Stag skims o'er th' unbending Grals ? 
The Way which Fear direfl^s ^ trembling tries j 
Nor know^ where Fear dLcei(^Sy oi whe^hf ftiest 

D 4. » 
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A Hundred dlfFrent Sounds a£ail his Ears ^ 
A Death, in cv'ry different Sound, he fears: 
And now he faintly moves a flower Pace, 
And clofer now the Hounds purfue their Chace ; 
Till, in Defpair, back on his Foes he turns ; 
Makes feeble Efforts with his branchy Horns ,* 
Short is the Combat, foon he yields his Breath, 
And gafping falls, and trembling pants, in Death* 

Now to a fofcer Theme defcends my Mufej 
Thro* artful Walks her pleafing Path purfues $ 
Where lofty Elms, and conic Lindens rife. 
Or where th' extenfive Terras charms her Eyes ; 
Where Elegance and noble Grandeur meet. 
As the Ideas of its Miftrefs, great, 
Magnificently fair, majeftically fweet. 
See, on its Margin, Fields of waving Corn ; 
Thefe bearded Crops, and Flow'rets this, adorn } 
Ceres and Flora lovingly embrace, 
And gay Varieties the Landfcape grace, 

Hekce lead me, Mufes, thro' yon arched Grove, 
Adorn'd with Sand below, and Leaves above; 



Of 
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Or let me o*cr the fpacious Oval trace, 
Where verdant Carpets fpread the lovely Place ; 

Where Trees in regular Confufion (land', 
And fylvan Beauties rife on ev'ry Hand : 
Or bear me, Nymphs, to tht fequeftei'd Cell, 
Where Boylk and Newton, mighty Sages! djvell> 
Whofe Fame ihall live, altho' the Grot decay, 
Long as thofe facred Truths their Works difplay* 



i< 



How fweetly pleafing is this cool Retreat, 
When Y'ao^^vs blazes with meridian Heat ! 
In vain xh^ fervid Beams around itpiay^ 
The rocky Roof re^^els thefcorchingRay,- 
Securely guarded with a fylvan Scene, 
hi Nature's Liv'ry dreft, for ever green. 
To vifit thhy the curious Stranger roves, 
With grateful Travel thro' a Wild of Groves 5, 
And, rho* direded, oft miftakes his Way, 

Unknowing where the winding Mazes ftray ^ 
Yet ftill his Feet the magic Paths puifue, 
Gharm'd, tho* bewildered, with the pleafing Vifcw. 



Not fo attradlive lately (hone the Plain, 

A gloomy Walte, not worth the Mufe's Strain 5 

D 5 V;5>cre 
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Where thorny Brakes the Traveller rcpeli'd, 
And Weed»«Jid Thiftles overipread the Field; 
Till Royal Goe&gs, tndheav'niy Carouse^ 
Bid Nature in harmonious Luftxe ihine 9 
The facred Fiat thro' the Chaos rung^ 
And Symipetry from wild Diforder rprun{« 

S 0, once, confus'dy the barbarous Nations fiood ; 
Unpolifli'd were their Minds, their Manners rude > 
Till Romehtt conquering Eagles wide difplay'd, 
And bid the World reform ■ ■ The World obcy'4. 

Ho w blefs'd the Man in ehefe delightful Fields! 
New Pleafures each indulgent Moment yields. 
Let gayer Minds in Townpurfiie their Joys, 
Exchanging Quietnefs for Crowds and Noife j 
Confume the Night at Mafquerade or Play ; 
Or wade, in bufy Idlenefs, the Day : 
1 envy not Augufta*^ pompous Piles, 
Since rural Solitude more pleafing fmiles. 
O Solitude! the Sage's chief DeJight! 
What Numbers can thy lovely Charms recite ! 
Hail, peaceful Nymph? thou eldeft Thing on Earth ! 
Kay, like Eternity, thou badft no Birth : 

The 




On federal Ocfafomi- ^ 

The Heav'ns Alone can thy Commcnceniejat tell, -^ 

Ere Michael fought, or p^ccgnt Aog?k fell ; 

Before the Skies with radiant Light were dad^ 

In awful Gloom, and venerable Sh^de, 

The Father thee his {<!>\^ Companion mad.e. 

When to Creation firfthis Thoughts inclined, 

And future Worlds were rifing in his Mind > 

He fat with thee, and plann'd the mighty Schema; i- 

With thee adjufted the ftupendous Frame i 

ContrivM how Globes, felf-balanc'd in the Air, 

With reftlefs Rounds fliould rule the circling Year; 

How Orbs o'er Orbs in myilic Dance fhould roll, 

What Laws fuppoir, and regula/e the Whole: 

Nor art thou yet impaired, celelHal D^e ,* 

Thy Charms are ftill attradliye, ftill the fam^ ; 

With thee the Mind, abftradled from the Crew,. 

May ftudy Nature, and her Ends puifue ,* 

With thee I hear the feather'd Warblers fing ; • 

With thee furvcy the Be^utie^ of the S fringe 

When Blofllbms, Leaves, ?nd Fruits the Branches yielJ, 

And jy^w's Glory crowrs the happy Field. 

Here firft the Mufe (aufpicious was the Place!) 
^^ejoio'd to fee her Eoytl Qy^x^v^i Face \ 
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How mild, yet how majeftic, was her Look? 

How fweetly condefcending all fbe fpoke t 

Ojo ev'ry pleafing Accent Wifdom hung, 

And Truth and Virtue dwelt upon her Tongue* 

O f were I equal to the glorious Theme, 

Then ihould my Lays immortalize her Fame > 

Or paint Great George in peaceful Laurels dreft^ 

With j4lhion*s Safety laboring in his Breaft ;. 

Who (while contending Nations round him jar, 
And Subjeds Wealth fupports their Monarch's War) 
Guards happy Britahy with his floating Tow'rs, 
From purple Slaughter, and invading Pow'rs > 
No plundering Armies rob our fruitful Plain y 
But^. blefs'd with Peace and Plenty, fmiles the Swain* 

Not fo he fmiles upon the foreign Shores ; 
But ftarving walks thro' Nature^ lavilh Storesf 

. Poor Peafants with their rigid Burdens groan, 
And till the Glebe for Harvefts not. their own. 
What, tho' their more propitious Phoebus Ihincs 
With warmer Rays, and chears the curling Vines ? 
What, tho* rich Olives grace the fertile Soil, 
And th€ hoc Climate teems with fattening Oil? 
The hungry Farmer views his Crops in vain, 
In vain the Vineyard tempts the thirfty Swain > 

^ While 
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While their ftern Tyrant's arbitrary Pow*r 
Rifles the PJains, and ravages their Store : 
Thy Sons, Britannia, from fuch Evils free, 
Enjoy the Sweets of Peace and Liberty j 
A gracious Sovereign fmiles upon the Throne, 
And Heav'n confirms the happy Realm his own.* 



AFARQ ^vA AMANDA 

A POEM, in Four Canto'j, 
7ake» from the SpeAator, Vol. I. Numb. XI. 

Canto I. 
Tf7 HAT Ills from Want of Education flow^ 
^ From Avarice what cruel Scenes of Woe, 
1 mean to fing j except the tuneful Maid ^ 

NegleA my Numbers, and refufe her Aid. 
Say, Goddefs, firfl^, what made the Youth explorft 
A foreign Clime, and quit his native Shore? 
Say too, how on the barb'rous Me he came i 
What mov*d the Kindnefi of the ^dgra Dame f * 

What cou*d provoke a faithlefs Youth to fell 
A Friendjt whofe only Crime was loving well^ 
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Now had Ava&o twenty Wi?aeps pafs'd, 
His blooming Feature ev*ry Bejuty grac'd> 
In (liver Rings, his Joofely flowing H^ir 
Hung o'er his Shoulders with a conoely Air j 
Robull his Limb$, and daring was his Soul, 
And Vigour crown'd the well-proportion'd Wholes 
His graceful Charms the Ladies oft furvey'd, 
And oft their Eye* an aiyi'rous Signal madp y 
But never could the tender Pafllon move, 
Thfi flubtboa-a Youth was Hill averie to Love j 
Y^K^ tho* bis Breaft was Proof to CupjU)'« Daxti 

A more ignoble God enflav'd his Heart. 

* - - - - _ • ■. ♦ 

No Myf^eries of Faith difturVd his Head; 
For Myfteries of Faith he feldom read; 
That moral Law, which Nature had impreft. 
He blotted from'the Voliime of his Breaftj 
Yet in his Mind his Father's Precepts bears. 
Who often rung this LefTon In his Ears: 
" Wou'd you, my Son, to Happlnefs afpire, 
*' Know, Gold 2t]onQ can Happinefs acquire^ 
** He that has Gold^ is powerful as a King, 
*' Has Valour, Virtue, Wifdom, evVy Thing? 



" This 
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'^ 7i/V to obtain, your utmoft Skill bellow ; 
^ And if you gaia xt, be not careful how: 
*' If in the Court, or Camp, you take Delight, 
* Then dare to flatter thert^ or hen to fight : * 
" Or, lhau*d the Merchant's Life your Fancy pleaie, 
^ Be bold, and bravely venture on the Seas 5 
" Many by Merchandize have gain'd Renown, 
" And made the Indies Wealth become their own/* 
The Youth imbib'd the Precepts of his Tongue, 
Neglc<£lin-3 ev*ry Law of Right and Wrong j 
Taught by his Sire to court deftru<Sive Gain, 
He burns to cry his Fortune on the Main. 

Waats other Youths, by Wit or Pleafure fway'd 
frequent the Play, the Ball or Mafquerade > 
AvA&Q, fiudious, in his Chamber ftays, 
Carelefs of Balls, of Mafqueradet, and Plays; 
There adds, fubflra^s, .and, with unweary'd Pain^ 
Learns all the Rules of Int'reft, Lois, and Gain. 

Next, irom j^ old Aftronomer, he tries 

To learn the Planets Journey thro' the Skies j 

With &/», at Night, when He^v'n ferene appears. 

He points the Quadrant at the ihining Spheres i 

The 
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The Hyades, and frozen Pole furvcys, 

Which guide the Sailor o'er the diftant Seasf 

Then Maps and Models of our Globe prepares. 

And carefully infpefts both Hemifpheres i 

From Eaft to Weft he views the fpacious Round, 

Pleas'd with the modern World Columbus found: 

In Hope elate, the Youth impatient ftands, 

And feems to grafp both Tndres in his Handi;.. 

This r^ts the Sire, and haftily provides 

A Veffel, Proof againft the Winds and Tides, 

The Youth embarks, the foft propirious Gales 

Arife, and foon expand the fweliing Sails; 

The Ship glides fwifrly o'er the liquid Plain, 

And Neptune fmiles, and courts him on the Main, 

But fee, how Mortals are the Sport of Fate! 
How oft unhappy, ftrivlrg to be great! 
Ere Cynthia twice her monthly Race had run^ 
An Omen of the fatal Storm begun t 
The murm'ring Wind ariles by Degrees, 
And rocks the Ship, and fweeps the curling Seas j 
Now louder, with impetuous Force it roars, 
And fhoves the fweliing Surges to the Shores f 



Tin 



I 
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Till rapid Rain, and Flakes of bick'ring Flame, 
With dreadful Thunder vex th' etherial Frame. 
Struck with Surprize, the tim'rous Merchant ftands. 
Nor knows what he forbids, or what commands: 
Nor fa/ely back, nor can he forwards go; 
But trembling waits, and fears the fatal Blow* 

L o K o Time the Sailors work againft the Wind, 
With fruitlefs Toil, to gain the Port affign'd ; 
Till Courage, Hope, and all Proviiions faild. 
And Fear, De/pair, and Want their Souls aiTail'd. 
Forc'd by the Storm into a winding fiay. 
Their joyful Eyes an Intfian lile furvey,* 
When ftraight they quit their Ship, and gain the Shore, 
And for Recruits the favage Land explore. 

Adjoining to the dreary Beach, their flood 

Wild Shrubs and Trees, that form'd a gloomy Woodj 

Where, clofc obfcur'd, the crafty Natives lay, 

And watch'd the wandering Crew, remote from Sea; 

Then forth they rufh, and ftrait their Bows prepare ; 

Too late the Sailors lee th' approaching War : 

In vain the Brave engage, or Tim'rous flyi 

The Tim'rous and the Brave, promifcuous die i 

The 



66 POEMS 

The barb'rous Fields are ftain'd with purple-Gore, 
And dreadful Groamogs echo to the Shore* 
Our youthful Merchant 'fcapes, and flies alone j 
His Fear impels, and. Safety prompts him on ; 
Thro* dusky^ Woods he takes his trembling Flight, 
The dusky Woods conceal him from their Sights 
Till in the devious Wilds, remote from Foes, 
Then, on the Ground, he weeping vencs his Woes^ 
Oft curs'd his hapleCs Fate, and often thouglic 
On Vhat the hoary Star- monger bad taught > 
How, at our Birth, as difPrent Planets rule. 
They form a Wit, or conftitute a Fooi ; 
How, in the Maze of Life, we ad, as they 
Attrad) retard, oi force us in the Way. 
And, as he thefe uncertain Cenfures made^ 
Againft the Stars he, thus exclaiming, faidi 

T H R Planets fure fome noxious Pow'r difplay. 
And rule my Life with arbitrary Sway ; 
Elfe I had ne'er forfook my native Home, 
Nor In this baleful Defert met my Doom- 
And yet, when I refled^, I cannot fee, 
How Globes infenfible (bould influence me I 
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1 chufe my Adlions j when the Choice is made, 
I nor invoke, nor yet coni\ilt their Aid. 
(WhenMortah aft according to their Will, 
Can Hcav'n be caJi'd the Author of their 111? 
Too late I find, the Start are not in Fiult; 
But 'tis that golden Wiih my Sire has taught? 
Enticing Gold^ that damn'd deceiving Guide, 
Induc'd me firft to ftem the fbamingTide j 
Fallacious Charm^ that led me from Repofe, 
Now leaves tne in a Labyrinth of Woes. 

So, when compa<fled Vapours, in the Night, 
Skim o*er the Fieldf, with a deluflve Light, 
The injudicious Traveller furveys 
Th* aiiaring San*^ and courts the glift'ring Blaze j| 
Till, tempted o'er a Rock's impending Brow, 
He falls to fome tremendous Gulpb below* 

Thus the unhappy Youth laments his Fate, 
Confcious of all the Ills that round brm wait; 
Till fetcing Phoebus leaves the bluihing Sky^ 
And glimm'ring Stars a iieeble Light fupply : 
The Shades of Night increafe his anxious Care, 
And add a greater ilorrorta DeCpair. 

Caist« 
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Canto IL 

AL L Night in Tears the penfive Merchant hy. 
And often wlfli'd, and fear*d the coming Day ^ 
TxU, on the Hills, the rifing Sun difplay'd 
His golden Beams, and chas'd aviray the Shade t 
Harmonious Birds faluce his chearful Rays, 
And hail the rofy Morn with joyful Lnyg^ 
While, ftretch*d upon the Ground, Avaro moan^ 
Anfw'ring their tuneful Songs with piercing Groans^ 

Not diftant far from where the Youth wis laid, 
A purling Stream, in pleaiing Murmurs, play'd i 
And, by the Margin of the cryftal Flood, 
Two Rows of Trees in beauteous Order flood ; 
Whofe Branches fbrmM a pendent Arch above, 
DitFufing gloomy Verdure o'er the Grove. 
An Indian Princefs hither daily camp, 
Pleas'd with the grateful Shade, and cooling Streams 
She now was walking to her lov'd Retreat, 
And heard the mourning Youth lament his Fate: 

Fix'd 
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FlxM in Amaze^ a-while fhe lift'ning ftood^ 

Then fwift approach^ him, ruibing thro' the Wood* 

Th' affrighted Merchant rofe with gazing Eyes, 

And tim'rous Looks, that teftify'd Surprize ; 

Backward he ftarts j the Dame, with equal Fears, 

Recedes as faft, and wonders what appears; 

Yet, bolder grown, fhefoon advanc'd again, 

Smit with the Beauty of the Godlike Man : 

His Drefs, and fair Complexion, charm'd her Sight j 

Each glowing Feature gave her new Delight i 

While Love and Pity both arofe within, 

And kindled in her Soul a Flame unfeen* 

With equal Joy Avaro now furvey'd 

The native .Graces of the Negro Maid t 

He view'd her Arms, with various Ribbands bound ; 

Her downy Head, with painted Feathers crown'd j 

With Bredes, and lucid Shells, in Circles ftrung, 

Which ftone refulgent, as they round her hung. 

As when, in fplendid Robes, a courtly Maid 
begins the Dance at Bali or Mafquerade i 
The Pearls and Diamonds fliine with mingled Light, 
And glitt'ru.g Pendants blaze againft the Sight. 



So 
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So (hone the beauteous SheUs afound lier Watft, 
And fparkling Gems, that deck'd her jetty Bseaft ; 
All which AvAHo's gazing Eyes purfue. 
Charm 'd with her lovely Shape, difclasM to Views 
Each Limb appears in juft Proportion made, 
With Elegance thro' ev'ry Part difplayM: 
And flow his Cares drffolve, new Paflions movey 
And Nature intimates, the Change k Lovs. 

Not far remote, a cooling Grot was made, 
In which the Virgin often fought a Shade : 

Thick Shrubs, and fruitful Vines,, aiouni it ,gaew| 
And none, except herftif,. the Manfion knew. 
To this obfcure Rec<fs the Royal Dame, 
Rejoicing, with her lovely Captive earner 
Then, from the Branches, with oflicious Hafie^ 
She plucks the Fruits, which yield a fweetRcpaft • 
That done, fhe, with her Bow, explores the Wood $ 
Pierc'd with her Shafr, the Fowl refigns his Bk)od. 
Then back fhe haftens to her cool Retreat, 
And for Avaro drc&'d the grateful Meat j 
To flake his Thirft, ihc next direds his W^y, 
Where cryftal Streams in wild Meanders ftray t 

Nor 
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Nor \tt& him there, exposM to Foes, remain^ 
£ue to the Cffve conduifls him fafe again. 



So doats Amanita on the Merchant, while 
She fcorns the Lovirs of her native IJle : 
For all the Heroes of her Country ftrove, 
With Emulation, to attra^l her Love i 
And, when they could the painted Fowls infnare, 
Or pierce the favage Bcaft in fylvan War, 
The Skins and Feathers, Trophiesof their Fame, 
They gave for Prefents to the Royal Dame ,* 
All which flie to her lov'd Avaro brought, 
And with them gayly deck'd his (hining Grot s 
The fpotted Panther here fhe hung 5 and there 
With Paws extended, frown'd the ftaggy Bear j 
Here gaudy Plumes appear, in Lufture bright } 
There Shells and Pearls difFufe a fparkling Light. 

As when, to grace feme Rd^TLlTrinceV Hall, 
The skilful Painter animates the Wallj 
Here warlike Heroes frown in martial Arms, 
There a foft Nymph difplays her blulhing Charms 
A pleafing LandfCape next invites our Eye, 
And the Room glows with fweec Variety. 



Yet, 
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Yet, ftiU^ to give her Lover more Delight, 
(Left what he daily faw, (hould pall the Sight) 
When Sol with Purple cloath'd the Wellern Sky, 
And Shades extended fhew'd the Ev'ning nigh, 
She to fome verdant Grove the Youth convey'd. 
Where Nightingales harmonious Mufic made: . 
Soft Flow'rets were their Couch i and, all around, 
DifFufive Sweets perfum'd the fragrant Ground. 
There oft Ihe would his fnowy Bofom bare, 
Oft round her Fingers wind his filver Hair j 
Charm'd with the Contraft, which their Colours made. 
More plea(ing than the Tulip's Light and Shade. 
Nor was the Youth infenfiblej but foon 
Repaid her Love by fhewing of his own: 
Oft would his Bofom heave with fpeaking Sighs i 
Oft would he gaze, and languKb with his Eyes: 
Now^ on her panting Breaft his Head repofe, 
To meet his Head her panting Breaft arofe j 
While in her Soul ecftatic Raptures glow'd. 
And her fond Arms believ'd they dafp'd a God. 



S o liv'd the happy Pair, obferv'd by none, 
Till both had learnt a Language of their own ; 



In 
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In which the Youth, one Ev'ning in the Shade, 
Beguiles the harmJefs unfufpicious Maid ; 
Leans on her Breaft, and, with a Kifs, betrays j 
Then vents his fpecious Fraud in Words like thefe ; 



WiTNiss, ye Gods, and all ye Bltfs'd above^ 
(For ye can witnefs beft, how well I love) 
If e'er among our blooming Nymphs, I knew 
Such Pleafures, as my Soul receives from you ? 
O dear Amanda! could I but, with thee. 
Once more my happy native Country fee, 
Tou fliould not there in lonely Caves tttrtzt^ 
t^ot trace the burning Sands with naked Feet ; 
Your Limbs, which now the Sun and Wind invade, 
Should neatly be in fofteft Silks array'd i 
In gilded Coaches gayly ihould you ride, 
By Horfes drawn, which prancing Side by Side^ 
Neigh, foam, and champ the Bit with graceful Pride i 
Our Time, in Pomp and Peace, fhouid flide away, 
And blooming Pleafures crown the fmiling Day ; 
And when the fetting Sun forfook the Skies, 
Approaching Night ihould but increale our Joys i 
We would not on the chilling Ground embrace, 
Nor Foes, as now, ihould interrupt our Peace > 

E But 
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But both repofing on foB»e eafy Bed, . 

Sofr, as the fleecy Dovm, that docks tby Head, 

The fportive God of Love iboold round us play. 

While we, in Raptores, pa&'d the Night away : 

Then let us carefully, my Dear, explore 

The HaveHi where I £rfi: approach'd the Shore* 

Perhaps we (haU fonne floating Ship furvey, 

Safe to condud^ ui o'er the watry Way ; 

Nor let the foaming Waves your Steps retard i 

I'll guard you o'er^ and be a £iithful Guard* 

How oft, alas ! is Innocence betray 'd. 
When Love inrites, and Flatterers perfuade? 
How could the Dame, a Stranger to Deceit, 
Imagine fuch a heavenly Form a Cheat? 
She paus'd, (he ilgh'd? then, with a penfive Look, 
Half loth, and half confen ting, thus {hef^>okei 

Oi^cs has AvA b.<o ^fcap'd the raging Main t 
'Why would you tempt the fickle Seas again? 
To fe.ek new Dangers, when in Safety here. 
Would but provoke the Deities you fear ' ■ ■ 



Sometimes, I own, we've been furprlz'd by Foei^ 
Whofe nightly Walks havt wak'd you firona Re^fej 



Yet 
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« 

Ytt ftill I guard youj facsed Life iecure. 

And alwajrs wiU*-*-»W!ut can Amahoa fsore ? 



Thus faid, &e cJa^'d him in hts ioving Arms^ 
Embraced his Neck, and doated on his Charms s 
Anil now both /hew their Pailions m their Look, 
And now Connubial Hymem both uivoke j 
In fportive Joys they closM Ae genial Day, 
WhiJe Philomela fung the Nuptial Lay $ 
Till foon the Youth leclinM upon her Breai!', 
And golden Slumbers feal'd their Eyes to ReS*. 



Canto IIL 

Q O O N as the Sun began to gild the Day, 
*^ And on the Hills emit a trembling Rayi 
Amanda, from her flow'ry Bed awoke j 
Sad was her Heart, and difcom; <<&'d her Look> 
The briny Torrent flows adown her Cheeks, 
While thus (he to her dear Avaro fpeaks: 

O ThOu, on ^4iom my Life and Love depend, 
If e'er Amanda claim'd the Name of Friend j 



If 
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If e*er I gave thy-troubled Mind Repofe, 
Or hid thee, when purfii'd with furious Foes ; 
Explain th\s Dreamy that terrifies my Breafti 
The ftrangeft, Fear, or Fancy e'er imprefl ! 

Metbouoht a God defcended from theSkiesj 
Celeftial £eauty fpaipkled in bis Eyes j 
Like Rays .of Phoebos (hone his radiant Hair, 
His Shape like thine, like thine his graceful Air; 
A Robe was neatly girt about hts Waifl;, 
Fine as my lov'd Avaro's iilken Veft; 
His (hining Lips upon my Breafl he laid, 
And fofcly prefs'd my Hand, and fmiiing (ai<3 f 

** Arise, ray Dear, my lovM Award a rifcj 
^' An eafier Lodging waits thee in the Skies: 

" I am defcended from the bleft Abodes, 
'' To bear thee hence to Heav'n among the Gods i 
** No Enemies fhall there diflurb thy Reflj 
'* There, with thy Lover, live for ever bleft.** 

Thus faid, he raisM me from the dewy Plain, 
And boKe, or feem'd to bear me^ o'er the Main: 



Buf 
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'But foon he led me to a dUlant lile/- 
Where Horrors reign, and Comforts never fmile t 
Thick Brakes and Brambles choakM the dreary Coaft, 
Tbe only Produdl, which the Land could boaft ^ 
Till a dejected, iervile Race arofe. 
With glooffly Sadnefs brooding on their Brows r 
This Crowd, promilcuous, with incefTant Toil, 
Or rooted op the Wood, or plow'd the Soil: 
How each peiform'd his Task, a Tyrant view'd ; 
^nd fternly (hook his Whip, aind menac'd as be flood. 
Sometimes to ihun the direful Laih, they fled j 
Th' infultiiig Lord purfu'd with greater Speed t 
Sure not fo fearful fly the trembling Bear^. 
To ihun ouf Hunters Darts, and miffire Spears ; 
Sure not fo fwift our Hinters e^er purfu'd 
The trembling Bears, when flying thro' the Wood f 
As from the Tyrant's Wrath they fwiftly run, 
Or, as the Tyrant, fwifter usg'd them om 
Each to his wonted TaA he dirove again^ 
And made m^ mix among the fervile Train ; 
Doom'd with the reft to groan beneath the Yoke,, 
Alike I felt the dire correding Stroke*. 
But, O ! what added moft to my Defpair^ 
My Godlike Guide was falfe, and left me there— —-- 

E 3 ^* 
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As thus fte rpake, confasM be? Looks appeatM 5 
For i^ill her Soul the dreadful Vifion fear'd : 
Deciding Reafon from her Seat withdrew, 
And Fancy painted all the Scene anew. 
The Youth to chear tht drooping Dame efTay'd, 
When ftrait a Boar came ruthing thro' the Shade > 
The craihing Woods prodaim'd hts rapid Force, 
While two fleet Youths purfu'd the fylvan Courfer 
The Lovers ftarted from their flow'ry Scats, 
Surpriz'd ; and each a diflp'renc Way retreats. 

As when fome Mufqutt's Thunder haseacpelPj, 
Two loTing Turtles from the verdant Field j 
Both, diverfe, thro* the wide ethereal Plain 
Fly fwift i and flying, bwt their Mate is iiain* 

S o parting, dtviooi fltd th' affrighted Pair j 
Such was AvARo^s, fuch Amahda's Fear. 
The foaming fioar between 'em (wiklj paft, 
The nimble Couriers . urge the Chace as faft i 
Till foon they pierce btm- with a mortal Wound } 
He falls, and purpk G6re difiaim tht Ground: 



Then, 
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Then, from the favagc War, tfiey take their Way } 
And to the Cave, triunDphane, bear the Prey. 

Soon as the fportire Hunters feft the Wood, 
The loviQg Fair coaceal'd no longer ftood ; 
But trembling both foribok the dusky Shade, 
Both trembling met upon the op*mng Glades 
Mute with Surprize a-while they ftood ; the Man 
Broke Silence firft, and thui bis Tale began t 

Odttr Amavsa! foon we have furrcy'd 
This myftk WiBan of the Night di4>i«y*d: 
Thefe are the frowning Tyrants in dsy Dream; 
That chas'd the Slaves, and we thtix lying Game* 

SoMi Part, faidihe^ refemUed thiA» lovni 
And feme remains a. Riddle yet unknoiirn t 
What meant that God, which fiiU, methiok% I view^ 
That radiant Deity ! fo much like You ! 
And what the Fields above, which he px^poa'd f 
Say, if the Myftery can be difcloa'd? 

To whom the Youths Our adive Fancy feems 
For ever roving, roving moft in Drcims: 

E4 ^°' 



So POEMS 

For thtn the Soul, disburdened of her Load, 

Soars high, and grows prophetic, like a God j 

Minds ThinK<; when paft, as prefent to our View j 

And, by Aliuiion, knows the future toa 

Thus, when to Sleep your mufing Head recKnVly 

She kept o»r Evening Converfe in her Mind^ 

Refleded on the Joys my Country yields, 

Joys, fweet as thofe in yonder azure Fields ^ 

Till foaring higher, firiving to difcern 

Her hidden Fate, and future Fortune learn, 

Heav'n ihew'd her fomething like this Morning Chacti^ 

By trembling Slaves, who fled their Tyrant's Fa€ei 

Perhaps to warn us timely from our Bed § 

Foi, O my dear Amahda ! had we ftayM, 

i had not liv'd.to tell this myftic Tale, 

Nor you, to hear the Secrets I reveal—— 

But let us to my happy Country fteer. 

Not longer wait impending Ruin here* 

S o (pake tSe Youth ; and, with a gracious Look, 
He feem*d to fanfiify the Words he fpoke. 

Goy fte reply*d^ go were you are inclin'd; 
Your £tithful Lover will not fiay behind. 

If 
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If o'er the Seas you (hall attempt your Way, 
Tke Seas (hall not compel me here to ftayf 
Nor will I fear the Surges of the D^epf, 
(For Surges oft, you fay, aflail the Ship) ^ 

Calm and compos'd, intrepid, will I ^^ni^ 
Till you condufi me to your native Land*. 
Or, if you wou'd (bme other Clime purfue. 
Then fliall (bme other* Climate pleafe me.too«. 
And when the happy dcftin'd Land. wemeet^ 
Where Pro^dence (hall fix. our wand'ring Feetf 
With joyful iServitude, I'll ftilJ attend 
On you, my nuptial Lord, and deareft Friend* 
Soon as Aurora (preads her purple. Ray,. 
When you awake tochace the nimble Br^,. 
ril alfo rifei and, with an equal Art, 
Difplay the Net, or fpeed the pointed Dart ; 
Or feaich the Plains, and tafteful Herbs provide i 
Or ftrip the Vines, and prefs their juicy Pride: 
Each Ev'ning will I fondly deck your Bed 
With fweeteft Flow'rets gathered from the Mead j . 
And when, diffolv'd in downy Sleep, you lie, 
PU wake, aod watch if Foes approach too nigh : . 
To guard your Life, all Hazards will I run $ > 
And, for your Safety, facrifice my own.T 
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T o whom the Youfh t No Hazards (hall you run > 
Nor, for my Safely, facrifice your own , 
Nor yet at Ev'ning fopdJy deck my Bed 
"W'th {wtttcik Flow'rccs, gatber'd from the Nkad| 
Nor ihall Amanda taileful Herb$ explore } 
Nor (hall Availo chafe the farage Boar t 
A fofcer Bed, than Flow'rs, fhall give you Reftf 
A choicer Meat, than Fruits, indulge your Tafte* 
Ten Thoufand Things my grateful Soul (hall find. 
To charm your Fancy, and delight your Mind > 
ril vary Love a hundred difPrent* Way*, 
And inftitute new Arts to make it pleafet 
So (hall our future Race of Children fee 
A conftant Proverb made of you and me : 
When Brhijb Youths (hall court the doubting Dame^ 
And want Expreflions equal to their Flame ^ 
Then, ftronglyto atteft it, fhall be faid, 
'* True as Ava'ro ro r^^ Indian Maid»* 

To whofti Amasda, (pauling at the Namf} 
What meant AvARO by the doubting Damt ? 
Has any of your Britijh Damfels made 
A Doubt of what fuch godlike Being faid ? 



Or 



> 
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Or IS it cuftomary coyourClijr«? 

Has ever Youth committed fuch a Cfim^ . . i 

As hafe Ingratitudf.K Has any th«re ' « . , i 

Deluded firft, and then forfook the Eair? .... 

I cannot think, yoyr Love mW e'er decline^ 

Nor can my radiant Angel quelHon mine. 

By yon bright Beams, which paint the riling Pay I 

By thy bright Charms, as beautiful as they j 

By all our pJcafing Hours of Love, I vow 

To ihare your Fate thro* ev'ry Scene of Woe ; 

Content, with you, to yield my vital Breath i 

For Life, without you, would but lengthen Death. 

With fuch fwcet Talk their Moments they be^j^ulle^ 
Both feem impatient for the deftin'd Ifle; 
He daily vows, and daily is belicv'd i 
She daily hears, and daily is dfceiv'd. 

C A N T O IV. 

DArewel, bright Goddefs of th* Idalian Grove >. . 

Farewel, yc fportive Deities of Love f 
No longer I your pleaCng Joys rehearfe ; 
A rougher Theme denrwinds my pcnlive Verfe % 
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A Scene of Woes remain to be dtfplay'dt 
Indulgent Love with Skvery tepatdr 
li^gratitude, and broken Vowi, and Lier, 
The nighty Ills that fpring from Avarice, 
Provoke my Lays: Your Aid, ye Mufes, brings 
Ailift my Tragic Numbers, while I fing. 
Say, what enfuM, when, on the briny Deef^ 
The watchful Dame beheld a floating Ship > 
She caird, and beckoned to tt from the Shore f 
Then to the Youth the grateful Tidings bore f 
And faid, I fbmething fee like winged Trees,, 
(Strange to behold f) flyfwiftly o'er the Seasj 
Their bulky Roots upon the Billows float : 
Say, ts not this the Ship, you long have (ought? 
Or I millake, or, by the Gods Command, 
This comes to bear us to your native Land: 
Then hafien, fee the Partner of your Heart, 
With Yeu, her Guide, is ready to depart j. 
My Father, Mother, Friends, I bid Adieu, 
Friends, Father, Mother, not fo dear as YhiL 

T o whom the Youth, with fmiiing Brow, teptfds 
O thou true Pattern of a faithful Bride ! 



Who 
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"Who dar*ft thy Father, Mother, Friends refigni 
i^nd rifque thy own dear Life» to refcue mine !- 
If I forget the "DtH I owe to Tbec^ 
May all the Gods forget their Care of Afr. 
Id more wild Defarts Itt me rove again f 
Nor find a Ftitndy like Tbee^ to eafe my Pain f 
There \tt the Vultures, Wolves, and Tigers tear 
This fiody, 71^00 haft kindly nouriih'd here I: 

So faying, to the Beach he Uraight defcendsf 
And, by the Flag difcerns the Crew his Friends ^ ^ 
And now his Heart exults within hisfireaftf 
His loving Mate an equal Joy confeit; 
She, with him, gladly ventures on the Main,. 
Unthinking of her future Toil and Pain^ 



S o, to the Plough, the Heifer, yet unbroke. 
Walks chearful on, nor dreads ch' impending lokef 
Till, in the Fields, urg'd with the piercing Goad, 
She groans^ and writhes, reludiant with her Load.. 

The Bntifi Bark was to Barbados bound r 
Th* expe£ied Shore the Sailors quickly found; 



Where; 
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Where, hfc from Danger, now the perjutM Yootb, 

Falle to his former Vows of facr^d Truth, 

Reflcc ing, counts the Int'reit be had ioft, i ^ 

While Fate det in'd him on the Indian Coaft: 

The frugal Thougfics fuppr^f^ his ain'rous Flamey i 

And promp him to betray the faithful Dame* 

Yet fcarce he can the curfed Fact purfuef 

But hefitates at what he fainwou*ddo: 

For, tho' his Av'rice moves him to the 111, 

His Gratitude ui.hiu him llruggles llillj 

And, \\f, ixt two PaiHons, neither guides his Will. 

A s when two Scales, with equal Loads fufpend^ 
SA'ay to and fro 9 alternate both defcend. 
Till, undecLniiig, each aloit abides i 
Nor this, nor tnat, the doubtful Weight decides. 

So flood the doubtful Youth a-whilej norwouM 
Forfake the Evil, nor purfue rhe Goodj 
Till, as the Sailon in the Haven Hay, 
To purchale Slaves, the Planters croud the Kej: 
One asks, for what the Negro may be fold ,- 
Then bids a Piic^ and fliews the tempting Gold; 

Which 



11" !■■ ^ 

I 
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'Which when Avaro views wkh greedy Ey€5, 
' He foon refolves to gain th* alluring Prize ; 
Nor Oaths, nor Gratitude, can longer bind i 
Her Fate he thus determines in his Mind : 

" Suppose I fliould oondud this Indian o'er \ 
" And thus, inftead of Gold, import a Mo©r— — — • 
*' Would not my Sire, with ftcrn contfaded Brows 
" Condemn nny Choice, and curfc my nuptiai Vows ? 
*' Was it for this 1 learnM the Merchant's Art? 
** Only to gain a doating Negro's Hcare ! 
** Was it for this the raging Seas I croft ? 
" No j Gold induc'd roc to the Isdiaa CoA&p 
^^ And Gold is ofFer'd lor this firople Dame, 
*' Shalllrefufe it, or renounce my Flame?- 
" Let am'rous Fools their tirefome Joys renew, 
" And doat on Lave^ while Int^reft I purfue. 
He added not j for no^r^ intent on Gold, 
And dead to all Remorfe, the Dana he fold. 



A M AM o A flood confounded with Surprize^ 
And filently reproached him with her Eyes: 
She often try'd to fpeak j but when fhe try'd, 
Her Heart fwell'd full, her Voice its Aid denyM i 



n 



And, 
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And, when flie made her fault'ring Tongue obej, 
Thefe Words, commix'd with Sighs,found out their Waj^ 

** Who can iht my&ic Ways of Fate explain?- 
^ Am I awake, or do I dream again ? 
**^ Is this the fad Reward of all my Care? 
^ Was it for this I chear'd thee in DeQ>airf 
^ The Gods above (if any Gods there be) 
*^ Witnefs what I have done to fuccour thee I 
" Vet, if my Kindnefs can't thy Pity mov«, 
" Pity the Fruits of our. unhappy Lov^: 
^ Oh! let the Infant in my pregnant Womb^ 
*' Excite thee to revoke my threatened Doom !' 
^' Think how the future Slave, in Climes remote, 
^^ Shall curfe the treacherous Sire, that him begot." 

S o fpake the mourning Dame, but^fpaketn vain i- 
Th' obdurate Youth infults her with Difdaini 
Not all her Kindnefs could his Pity move,. 
Nor yet the Fruits of their unhappy Love. 
But, as the Flames, which foften Wax, difplay^ 
The fame warm Force to harden fordid Clay i . 
That Motive, which would melt another Hearty 
More hardened his, and made himafi adouble Villaiii's Part « 

He, 



On feveral Occafions. 89 

He, for the Child, demands a larger Sum ; 
And fells it, while an Embryo in the Womb. 



And now he fteroly takes her by the Hand ^ 
Then drags her on, reludanr, to the Land j 
While, as ihe walks, her difinal Fate ihe moans^ 
The Rocks around her echo to her Groans t 
'^ O bafe^ ungrateful Youth ! fhe loudly cries ; 
** O bafe, ungrateful Youth I the Shore replies t 
^ And canft thou, cruel, perjur'd Vtllain ! Icare 
^* Thy tender Infant too, an abjed Slav^ 
** To coil, and groan, and bleed beneath the Rodf 
'* Fool, that I was, to think thou wert a God f 
** Sure from Ibme lavage Tiger art thou fyroogmmmm 
** No! Tigers feed, and &wn upon their Young t 
*' But thou defpifeft all paternal Caies^ 
*' The Fate of Infant$, and their Mothera Piay'ii" 

I N vain flie does her wretched State deplore; 

PleasM with die Gold, he gladly quits the Shore ; 

The ruffling Winds dilate the Sails, the Ship 

Divides the Waves, and skims along the Deep^ 

Three Days the beHying Canvas gently fwells, 

Clear fliines the Sun, and friendly blow the Gales j 

Then 
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Then frowning Clouds inreft the raulted Sky, 

And hollow Winds proclain a Tcmpeft nigh j 

Fierce Boreas loudly o'er the Ocean roars, 

Smoke the wiite Waves, *nd* found thie adverfe Shofes; 

While, to increafe the Horrors <rf the Mim^ 

Defcends a Dekge of impettaous Rain. 

The giddy Ship on circling Eddies rides, 

Tofs'd, and rctofs'd, the Sport of Winds and Tides. 

Redoubled Peals of roaring Thunder roll, 

And Flames, cooflifiing, fiaih from Pole to Pole, 

While guilty Thought? diftratft A va no's SouJ. 

Of Life defpairing, tho' afraid to die, 

One fatal Effort yet he me^ns to try t 

While aH the bufy Crew, with panting Bfeath, 

Were laboring to repel the liquid Death j 

AvARo from the Sc^n the Boat divides. 

And yields up to the Fury of the Tides t 

Tafs*d on the boift'rous Wave, the Veflel flies, 

Now iinking low, now mounting to the Skies f 

Till foon the Storm decreas'd, and, by Degrees, 

Hulh'd were the Winds, and calm the ruffled Seasf 

The Sailors fafely fteer their Courfe again. 

And leave Ava&o floating on the Main^ 

Who 
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' Who landed qu<ck)y on a lonely lilcy 
Where human Feet ne*er print the baleful Soil j 
A dreary Wildernefs was ail appearM, 
And howling Wolves th« only Sound be beard i 
A tboufand Deaths b« views before bis Eyes, 
A tboufand Gurlc-created Fiends arife ; 
A confcicus Heil within bit Bofom bums. 
And rackshistomur'd Soul, while thus be mounu: 

^ Cvjls'd be the Piecepti of my felfifti Sire, 
'' Who bad me afcer faiai Gold afpire! 
'* Curi'd be myftif, and doubly cvrs'd, who fold 
^ A faithful Friend, to gain that fatal Gold {•«— « 
*^ 0! could thefe gloomy Woods my Sin conceal, 
^' Or in my Bofom quench this fiery HmH } 
" Here would I pine my wretched Life away, 
** Or to the hungry Savage fall a Prey ' ■ ■ 
" But can the gloomy Woods conceal my Sin, 
** Or cooling Shadows cfiench the HM within f 
'' No i like fome Spirit baniih'd Heav'n, i find . 
** Terrors in ev'ry Place, to radc my Mind i 
*' Tormenting conicious Plagues increafe my Care, 
" And guilty Thoughts indulge my jnik Defpair- 
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** Of where (hall I that pleiting Eye evade, 
*^ That fcans the Depths of Hell's tremenxious Shade ^ 

S o faying, ftraight he gave a hideous Glare, 
With roUing Eyes, that witnefs'd ftrong Defpairr 
Then drew his pointed Weapon from the Sheatk^ 
ConfusMly wild, and all his Thoughts on Deaths 
To pierce his trembling Heart he thrice effay'd, 
And thrice his coward Arm den/d its Aidr 
Meanwhile a hoWling Wolf, with Hunger prefi:, 
Leap'd on the Wretch, and &iz*d him by die Breaftf 
Tore out his Heart, and lickM the purple Flood ^ 
For Earth refusM to drink the Fiilaim*^ Blood* 

^^^^ ^^^A ^j^^ ^^^A ^jn^ ^yi^ ^^^A ^^^^ ^jla ^^^^^ ^^^A ^^^A ^j^k ^^^A ^j^k ^^^^ ^^^A ^^^A ^fl^^ 

To a Tounf L a d r^ who bad aCui^iD 

given Her. 

T^ A I R Lady, take a fpecial Oaic^ 

''* This pleafing Toy become no Snara ; 

The fuhje God is full of Wiles, 

And Mifchiefs moft, when mod he finiles*. 

Beware to clafp him in your Arms, 

Nor gaze too much upon his Charms f 

Left 
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l-eft in a borrowM Shape he wound, 
As once unhappy Dido found j 
For while flie view'd his fmiiing Look, 
Her Heart received a fatal Stroke. 

On the Hon. Mrs. HoRNER'i Travelling 
for the Recowty of her Health. 

^^ L A R I S S \ long has fought, in vain, 

^^ PhyficiansAid, toeafeher Paini 

But now their Aid (he feeks no more ' 

Nor longer will their Drugs endure : " 

Spite of their Art, her Spiri|s'fa1f,' 

Her Cheeks are turn?4W -languid Pile ; j^ 

Yet, tho'her mortal Part's decay 'd. 

Her jiobJer Vertue does not fade i 

Her Soul, inflexible to ill. 

In Piety advances ftill : 

So Metals lie in chymic Fires,- 

And, while the groffer Part expires, 

The Flames refine the golden Qre^ 

And make it brighter than before. 

Sbs 
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She no^xr a warmer Clime exploee^ 
To prove the Air of loreign Shores: 
O ! may the temp'rate £reezes. bring 
Salubrious Med'cines on their Wing : 
Thou, Phoebus, too, propitious fliine; 
And, (fince the Power of Phyfic's thine) 
Send blooming Health on ev'ry Beam, 
Dirpel her Pains, and chear the Dame: 
Eife muft my melancholy Strain, 
In moiirnful Elegies, complain. 
Ev'n now, too well, thefe Numbers (how. 
My drooping Fancy's danap'd with Woe : 
Yet, tho' my Verfe deferves no Praife, 
Let no four Critic damn my Lays^ 
Since Ovid's felf but faintly Tung, 
When only Grief infpir'd his Tongue. 

The Absent Lover, 

A LEXIS, walking in the Park, 
^ ^ Met Chloe, juft befopc twas darts 
He ask'd a Kifs, nor fhe deay'd^. 
I don't know what they didi befide : 

But, 
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Buf, as a Child, in Thought, chews o'w 
■The Sveatmeats wbich !ie eat before j 
So ia his Mind Axe x is keeps 
The dear Impreilion of her Lips: 
He felt it all the foJJ'wing Day, 
At Night indulged it at the Play j 
One ling'ring A<a he mufing ftayM, '- " 

But knew not what the Adors fiiid ; , 
He thought the Park in Drury-Laney .' 
Believ'd the Nymph appear'd again ; 

He feems to view her fhowy Neck, 
Her ruby Up, and rofy Cheek, 

Her graceful Smiles, and fparkiing Eyes^ 

Her panting Bofom fall and rile: 

And now he clafp'd her in his Arms, 

(Twas all innsginary Charms) 

When, rifmg to the Height of Blift, 

His Lips eflay'd to take a Kifs; 

An Orange wench trod on his Fo©f ; • 

And fcreamlng, '* Will ym hm^ fight trmt ? ^ 

Surpriz'd, he dropt the plcafiog TheoM, 

And found his Joys a waking I>reamj 

He fwore, and wept, and kickM tte Wt n^, 

Foi^ot his Hat, and left the fiencht 

Om 
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On a Screen, worked in Flowers by Her 
Royal Highnefs J N N E^ Princefs 
£^ O R A N G £• * 

TLLUSTRIOUS Nymphf whofeArt could ralfe 

•^ This skilful MoEument of Praifey 

Forgive the Bard, who ftrikes the Lyre j 

Accept the Verfe, your Toils infpire : "^ 

For, when your Labours ftrike my Eyes^ 

The voluntary Numbers rife. 

Who can be fiJent, when they view 

This fair Creation, wrt>ught by TTou ? 

Each Flow'r does with fuch Luftre fhine, 

Such Beauties crown the gay Deiignj 

That Nature fix'd in Wonder (lands, 

To fee (he's rival'd by your Hands; 

And, jealous of your Art, . difplays 

A Blufh, when (he the Work furveys. 

Yet this accomplifh'd Piece, we find. 

Shews a faint Image of your Mind y 

The lovely Charms, and Graces htre^ 

But copy thpfe^ that centre thne. 



To 
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To His RoYAt HlOHNBSS 

• • • * 

The Duke of C UM BE RLAND, 

On His Birth-Day, 

TWELVE * times hath Sol his annual RaAe beguo^ 
Since Jovs defcended from his rcidlant Thidnei ) 
Around the pendent Globe, the. God pdrfufd . -.! 
His circling March, and human Anions vSeWd j . . 
Butgriev'd that Fhtit^ droop'd het languid Heady < 1 '. 
While Vice from Clime to Clime contagious fpread f . 
Back, to his native Seat, he fternly fliei; 
And fends an £di£t thro' the Ipacious Skies, - ^' 

To call th'Ethereal Pow'rs: Swift flew his Wordj . 
Th'Ethereal Pow'rs, as fwift, attend their Ldrd. 
Upon Olymfus* Top the Synod met, ' i 

Where, high inthron'd, the thurid'ring Monardb fati ' •' 
And, with a Nod, thatfhook the Spheres, he fwore, • ^ 

The MinorGods Ihould vifit Earth no raore^ • ^'^ ^ •' I. 

• • • . . I ^ 

'II .1. >Ji.ft^.-> 

• This was writ, when the Dujck entCfM into t'le Twe.'fth 
Year of hi< Age* 

^ F What, 
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What, iBuft your earthly Sons, Minerva cry'd, 
Explore their doyb^^l Way without ^ Guid/t? 
If Pallas muft no more to Mortals go, 
Ler f4LtAs b^ ajSu^^lttfte befdw, 
Worthy to rule the World, whofe noble Mind 
May copy oot^he Gods to human Kind* 
She lowly bow'd i and Jove, confenting, fmil'd ; 
(jfo, fbnxv &iii he, this iie\Kr>tmagin'd Child: 
CcAieSt &£ heft Materials, where you will ; 
And let us fre, fox oaee, Mijieblva^s Skill* 
He faid i Jfae hafteos oftt die inrighr Abodes^ 
Seledling catch FerfetHion cf thm Gods ; < 
From JMahs .&« warlike Strength andOourage'ibok | 
But foften'd them' kith Vxi^us' graceful Look: 
To thefe ihe %iiti HenMCi' Eloquence 
And c|[<tam'd it with her own iupcrior Senfe: 
Some of :Afollo's {ikveing Ra.ys> ihe ftole i 
And while the MusE^pky'd, ihefbrm'd a Soul. 
Whie» dai&xx>mpos'd'the bright Ingredients lay. 
She jfjMy dreft them in Ethereal Clay ^ 
Jove touch'4 the Mafs; with hi9 enliv'xiing Hand^ 
And vital Warmth infpirM a Cumberland. 

» 
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ro DEATH. 

An Irregular ODE, 

h 

TT A I L, formidable KING! 
**• ^ My Mufe diy dreaded Fame (hall fingi 
' Why fhould old Homer's pompous Lays 

Immortalize Achilles* Pralfc! 
Or why fhouy Addison's harmonious Vcrfe 

Our Marlbro's nobler Deeds rchearfe^ 

Alas! no more thefe Hems fhme j 

Their Pow'r is all fubdu'd by rtw. 

Where arc thefe mighty Leaders now. 
Great Pompey, C^ksar, and Young Ammoit too. 

Who thought he drew immortal Breath? 

Thefe bold ambitious Sons of Mars, 

Who dy'd theGlob« with bloody Wars, 

Are vanquiih'd all by thee, vi&orious Death ? 

If. 

Ev'n while they liv'd, their Marttal Hate_ 

But fiTmcrfixM thy Throne j 

Not, tho* it haftcn'd others Fate, 

Could it delay their own. 

Fa Nor 
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Nor didft tkou want thesr Rage to kill j 

Thy own can execute thy Will: 

Whene'er thou doft exert thy Pow'r, 
A Thoufand morbid Troops thy CaJl obey; 

Sometimes thy wafting PJtgues devour. 
And fweep whole Realms away. 
Now witl} .contagious Biles the City mourns. 

And now thy fcorching Fever bums. 

Or trembling Quartan chills j 
Of Heat and Cold the dire Extremes ) 

Now freeze^ now £re the Blood with Flames^ 

Till various Torment kills. 

III. 

Consumptions, and Rheumatic Pain, 
And Apople<ftic Fits, that rack the Brain ; 
Soul-panting Afthmas, Dropfy, and Catarrh, 
Gout, Palfy, Lunacy, and black Defpair 5 

Pangs, that negledied Lovers feel j 
Corroding Jealoufy, their earthly Hell, 

Which makes the injur'd Woman wild ; 
And powerful Spleen that gets the Man with Child j 
Phyficians, Surgeons, Bawds, and Whores, and Wine, 
Are all obfequious Minifleis of Thine ^ 
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Nay, and Relioios too^ 
When Hypocrites their Intereft puifue. 
Or frantic 2^al infpires, 

It calls for Racks, and Wheels, and Fires: 
Then all our myflic Articles of Faith, 
Infiead of faving Life, become the Caufe of Death* 

IV. 

Great Monarch! how fecure muft be thy Crown, 
When all thefe Things confpire to prop- thy Throne ? 

Yet, in thy univerfal Reign, 

Thou doft not uie tyrannic Sway. 

Whatever the Weak and Tim'rous fay. 
Who tremble at thy Frown \ 

Thou art propitious to our Pain, 
And break'ft the gioaning Prisoner's Chain-, 
Which Tyranny put on. 

In ^ee the Lover quits his Care, 

Nor longer courts the cruel Fair^ 

Her Coldnefs mourns no more : 
In T^bee Ambition ends its Rac«, 
And finds at length the dtftin'd Place^ 

It ne'er could find before: 
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The Merchant too, who plows the Maiiii 

In greedy Queft of Gain^ 
By Thee to happier Climes is brought. 
Than thofe his wild, infatiate Av'rice fdught. 

V. 

Propiyious Succourer of the Diftreft, 

Who often, by the Dead, doft make the Living bled ! 

How could profufive Htsrs attend 
Their Miftrefs, Bottle, BaU, and Play^ 

If timely thoM wert not their Friend, 
To fnatch the fcraping Sire away } 

How would dull Poets weary Timti 
With their infipid RhyAe, 

And teaze and tire the Reader's B^t 

With Party F^uds^ and Paper Watfy 

If thou^ great Critic ! didft not ufe 
Thy Pow'r, to point a Period for thtir Mufc? 

The Bard, at thy d«cifive Will, 

Difcards his mercenaiy ^ilf. 

Then all his mighty Volumes £e 
Hid in the peaceful Tom^ of Taft Obfoirity. 

vr. I, 



On fever al Occafionk ic^ 

• f . . . 

VI. ■ • • ,, . . 

I, like the reft, advance nay La j'^/^ .^ . 1 ^ 
With uncouth Numbers, Yumbde- forth a Song^ 

Sedately dull, to celebrftfe tby ?/fJ^"«^ ^ ; 
And lafh, and fpur the heavy Jab'ring Mo& ahjngi / 
But loon the fatal Time muA coqp^ .. V - 
(Ordain'd by Heaven's unerring, Doom) 
When Thou fhalt cut the vkal Thread, 
Add {hove the verbal Embryos' from, my Head* - 
Then, fince I'm fure to meet my Fst6, i 

How vain would Hofe appear? 
Since Ftar cannot protract the Date^ 
How fooliih *twere to fear P . 
ril ftrive, at leaft, to ftand prcpar'dj^ , . . . 

Thy Summons to obey ; 

Nor would I think thy Sentence har({y 
Nor wifli, nor fear the Day ; 
But live in confcious Peace, and die without Difmay* 

Fallacious Reas*ners wrong Tbee^ when 

They call thy Laws fevere. 

Severe ! to whom ? To 'wickfd Men .• 

Then let the Wicked fear. 

p ^ thorn 
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ihou judgeft all with equal Laws, 

No venal Witnefs backs thy Caufe, 
No Bribes to ?2>#c are Jcnown > ^ 

If thy impartial Hand but ftrike. 

The Prince and Peafant fall alike. 
The Courtier and the Clown. 

What tho* a-whifc the Beggar groans, 

While Kings enjoy their gilded Thrones? ' 
What are Diftinflions, Pomp, and Regal Train, 
And Honours^ got with Care, and kept with Pain I 
One friendly Stroke of 'iThine fets level all again. 

All earthly Grandeur muft decline ; 
Nay, ev'n Great George's Pow*r fubmit to fbimi 

£ut thy Dominion ihall endure. 

Till pHOBBus meafures Time no more: 
Then all fhall be in dark Oblivion caft, 
Andev'ry mortal Kingdom fall ^ but thine fhall fall the laft* 



On 
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On Mrs. L" 

SUCH Sweetnefs and Goodneis together^ comWn'd ^ 
So beauteous her Face, and (o bright is her Mind > 
So loving, yet chafie : and fo humble, yet fair ; 
So comely her Shape, and fo decent her Air ; 
So skilful, that Nature's improv'd by her Art; 
So prudent her Head, and fo bounteous her Heart | 
So vinfe without Pride, and £0 modeftly neat; 
Tis ftrange, this agreeable Creature's a Cheat! 
For, tho' (he to Man, for a Mortal was giv'n, 
Thefe Virtues betray her Extradion from Hcav'n. 




TRUTH and FALSHOOD. 

^ F A B L E. 

O O O N as the Iron Age on Earth began, 
*^ And Vice found eafy Entrance into Man i 
Forth from her Cave infernal Faljhood came ; 
Faljhoody the Hate of Gods» of Men the Shame : 
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A filken Robe (he wore, of various Hue, 

Its Colour changing with each diff'KAt Viev: 

Studious to cheat, and eager to beguile, 

She mtOiickM Tftuh^ and ap'd her heav'^ly Smiley 

But nutnidfd Trath in vain; the varying Veft^ 

To ev'ry fearching Eye^ the Fiead confeftr^ 

A T length (he faw celeftial Truth appear : 
Serene her Brow, and chearful was her Atr ; - 
Her filver Locks with fhining Fillets bound, 
With Laurel Wreaths her peaceful Temples crown'd: 
A Lilly Robe was girded round her Waift 5 
And, o'er her Arms, a radiant Mantle caft: 
With decent Negligence, it hung behind 5 
And, loofely flowing, wanton'd in the Wind. 
Thus Truth advanced, unknowing of Deceit i 
And Faljbood^ bowing low, began the Cheat; 

Hail, charming Maid, bright as the Morning Star, 
Daughter of Jove, and Heav'n's peculiar Care! 
,Tis thine to weigh the World in equal Scales, 
And chide the confcious Soul, when Vice prevails, 
Difpenfing Juftice with impartial Han(9, 
The mightieft Pow'rs fubmit so thy Command x 

Ev'/i 
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Ev'n Gods themfelves, cho* in theic Adions free,. 
Confult, refolve, andad^, as you decree? 
Great Sovereign Joys, the firft Bchereal N^ffie^ 
Advis'd with thee c» form cbe hui^t^j Fram^ : 
As Truth approved, he had elie Fabric rift. 
And fpread the azure Mamie oi ftoSK^ ^ 
PlacVier'ry Phnee xn ics piopet Spheas^ 
Nor rolls thh Orb too wi^, ^r thtt too aeai 
But why thus walk «re, mindk& of out &(«, 
Exposed beneath the Sun*^ ifierldian Aaze > 
Better retire, and fliun the (borvhiog' Ray, 
Till fanning Zffhyrs cool oui^ Bv'ning Way* 
Hear how yon Ihnpid Screams i\ih PMtttf Ahg by^ 

• 

And tujteful J^rds their fylran Notf s apf )y > ' 
See fragrant Shrubs along the Borders gi^ovr. 
And waving Shades beneath the Poplar Bought 
All thefe intite us to the River's Sidfe, 
To bathe our Limbs, and fport within the Tide t 
So cool theStf^m, the flow'ty Bank ^fi fwect> - 
Di A N a's %t\i might covet the Retreat : 
Nor can a flrort Diverflon check your Haffie; 
Freft Strength will loon fucceed fuch welcome Refti 
Afapld Currents, held a-while at Bay, 
With fwifter Force purfue theix liquid Way.. 
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So fpake the Phantom i and^ with friendly Look 
Supporting whfit (he faid, approach'd the Brook s 
Truth foUow'd, artlefs, uflfufpkious Maid ! 
And, in an evilJEiour, the Voice obey'd. 
£och, at the cxyt^l Stream arriv'd, ulibound 
Their different Robes j both cafi them to the Grounds 
The Fiend, upon the Margin, ling'ring ftood j 
The naked Goddefs leapt into the Flood : 
Sporting, ihe fwims the liquid Surface o'er, 
Unmindful of the matchlefs Robe fhe wore. 

Not Falfiood fo She hafty feiz'd the Veft, 

And wit}i thf beauteous Spoils herfelf (he drefi : 

Then, wing'd with Joy, outflew the fwifteft Wind, 

Her own infernal Robe far left ^behind. 

Straight fhe afpires above her former State, 

And gains Admittance to the Rich and Great s | 

Nay, fuch her daring Pride, that fotoe report. 

When thus equipped, (he boldly went to Court : 

Their fpake and looked with fuch a graceful Air, 

Miftaken Fam^ pronounced her wife and fair. 

She fiird the Wanton's Tongue with fpecious Names^ 

To deal in Wounds^ and Deaths^ in Darts^ and Flames^ \ 

<t (4 He 
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He prefacM all his leud Attempts with Love ; 
And Fraud prevail'd, where Reafan could not move* 
At length ihe mingled with the learned Throng, 
And tun'd the Muies mercenafjr Song. 
In all the Labyrinths of Logic skill'd. 
She taught thefubtle Reas'ner not to yields 
Inftru^ed how to puzzle each Difpute, 
And boldly haffle Men, tho' not confute. 
Now, at the Bar, ihe play'd the Lawyer's Part ; 
And fhapM out Right and Wrong by Rules of Art j 
i^^ow, in the Senate, rais'd her pompous Tone ; 
Talked much of Public Good^ but meant ber Ovfn» 
Oft to tWOlymfian Field (he turn'd her Eyes, 
And taught the Racers how to gain the Prize. 
In Schools and Temples too Ihe claim'd a Share^ 
While Falflbood^s Self admir'd her Influence there* 

Deluded Truth obferv'd the Fraud too late. 
Nor knew ihe to repair a Lofs io great : 
In vain her heav'nly Robes, fhe, fighing, feeksj 
In vain the humid Pearls bedew her Cheeks j 
In vain fhe tears the Laurel from her Hair, 
While Nature feems to fympathizc her Carci - 
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The glowing Piow'rs, that crown ^h^ofiamel'd Mtfsul v 

Weep fJftsgTMit Dews, tnd hdng their drooping Heads >. 

The fylvan Choirs^ as confcious of her Fain^^ 

Deplore her Lofs in mekun^oly Srminsi 

ThuSy penfive and uncloath'd, upon the Shore 

She ftands, and fees the Robe, which faijiood v^ore t 

Detefted Sight ! n^r longer now fiie mourns j 

But, Grief to Rage transform'd, with Anger b\mts : 

Into the Stream, the hellifli Robe (he to& i 

And fcom^d a Habit, fo unlike the io^* 

Hence Tru^h now naked roves, as in Difgrace^ 
None, but the Wife and Virtuous, fee her face : 
From Cities far (he rftddeftly retreats, 
From bufy Scenes of Life^ to pefaccful Seat^ ; 
Is chiefly found in lonely Fields and Cclk, 
Where Silence reigns, and Contemplation dwells. 
Hence Faljtood cheats Us in the fair Difguife, 
And feems Truth^i Self to all unwafy Eyes j 
Triumphi and thrives^ in Pow'r, and Wealth, anJ Fame ^ 
And builds her dofy on her RivaPs Name \ 
With Saf^ dares to flatter, fawn^ and footh f 
For who knows Tuljiooi^ trhen array'd X^t Truth ? 

Proper 
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Proper Ingredients to make a Sceptic* 

'ITTO U L D you, my Friend, a £niih'd Sceptic make^ 

^^ To form his Nature, tbele Materials take^ 
A licde Learning, twenty Grains of Senfe, 

Join'd with a double Share of Ignorance y 

Infufe a little Wit into the Scull, 

Which never faiUto make a mighty Fool -, 

Two Drams of Faith ^ a Tun of Doubting next > 

Let all be with the Dregs of Reafon mixt: 

When, in his Mind, thefe J2iTring Seeds are fown. 

He'll cenfure all Things, but approve of none* 





On Two Toung Ladies leaving the Cwntry. 

SAY, lovely Nymphs? who fly from rural Sweets, 
To noify Crouds, thick Air, and fmoky Streets, 
Do Balls, or Plays, your graceful Steps invite ? 

Gift Balls, or Plays, like Riclmond Groves, delight ? 

No 
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No tuneful Philomel, in Town, complains. 
To charm your lift'ning Ear with vary'd Strains 5 
No fragrant Gales refrelh the fick'ning Fields, 
No chearful flow'ry Scenes the City yields ; 
But Mifts, and lambent Fogs, where-e'er you pafs. 
Shall cloud the Graces that adorn your Face^ . 
While thofe bright Eyes, like foUy'd Gems, appear. 
Or Scars, julll glimm'ring thro' the dusky Air. 

Nor will you only Change of Beauty find 5 
Ulufive Scenes will mock your penfive Mind: 
In doudlefs Mornings, when youVe drank your Tea, 
And read a Page in Sherlock, or in— -Gay 5 
Perhaps your Thoughts, tranfported, here may rove, 
And, to your Mind, prefent the blifsful Grove : 
You'll, think to walk by filver ^amcs^^ Shore 5 
Or trace the verdant Mead, as heretofore : 
When at the Door, the rural Vifion flies, 
Smoak, Coaches, Fops;* and Carmen meet your Eyes : 
Straight back you'll turn, vex'd with the fruitlefs Search i 
Bid * Robert call a Chair, and go to Church. 

• r 

• The Footman. 



Om 
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On MITES. To a Ladt. 

'7is hut ty way rf Simile. PmOR^ 

T^ EAR Madam, did you never gaze, 

^"^ Thro* Optic-glafs, on rotten Chttfe? 

There, Madam, did you ne'er perceive 

A Crowd of dwarfiih Creatures live? 

The little Things, elate with Pride, 

Strut to and fio, from Side to Sidei 

In tiny Pomp, and pertly vaiii^ * • - - .\ 

Lords of their pleafing Orb, they reign ; 

Aouiy £ll'd ^th hardened Curds and Cream, 

Think the whole Dairy made for ibtm. 

S o Men, conceited Lords of all, 
Walk proudly o'er this pendent Ball, 
Fond of their little Spot below, 

Nor greater Beings care to know,* 

But think, thofe Worldsy which deck the Skies, 

Were enly form'd to pleafe thtir Eyes, 

Chloe'i 
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ChloeV CONCLUEST. 

$ ^nn W A9 by a purUdg Stream, be&eatb a ShaJe, 

^ Young Chloe, Cupid, and Alfxis play'd: 
I^b'i Goddefsy witk her Doves^ fat Iod)Lin|( on ; 
And, fmiJing, nodded to her wanton Son s 
Her wanton Son hts keeneft Arrow dtvuft 
Swift, to the Swam, the polnced Wcapoa H^Wf 
Inflexible to Lovrj the Shephnrd ftodd, 
RepellM the Shaft, and mock'd the bsiflt^d God | 
Till Chigoe rais'd her, £3^9 wi<^ kiMiDg Art, 
And fhot him with a mbie pemicioaa Zhrti 
Tout's is the Vidory, Ax^raErxc cries j ' 
Not Cupid's Shaft lais ktlfd^ ImCuto^s Sfll* 

Occafim^d hy a\M^ttwith a La Dr. 

irp O R G I V E me, , Chloe 5 'twas a Deed, 
"*" That from Ambition fprung > . , . 
rii ne'er again prefume to plead 
With your vidorious Tongue. 

IT, 
Such WifiJom in- your Words appears, 

Such Mufic make them pleafe i 

Mine lofe their Force, like Morning Stars 

^ofo the Solar Rays, 

III. Con- 

I 
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III. 

Conquer'd by your fuperior Scnie, 

I drop the wordy War, 
Convinc'dy your powerful Eloquence 

Is firong, as you are fair. 

IV. 
Yttj Ao* fubduM, iny Fall is great, 

Nor (hamefully t yield $ 
Tis Honour t6 contend, tho' beat, 

When jlngdi take the Field/ 



• • • 

To Mr. WoRSDALK. Occafojfdhy Jee^ 
ing Celiacs Pifture unfini/h'd. 

Writ extempore at Kenfington. 

TTETy WoRSDAiiE, yet, thou naufl exert thy Ar^ 
-** To paint the matchlefs Virtues of her JHrar/ i 
>Tis not enough, that Wit and Beauty join y 
But, in her Face, let Senfe and Judgment fhine; 
Let Godlike Bounty crown her genVous' Soul, * 

And folid ^/y<fo/w dignify the fFl«/tf * 
So^ in thy Piece, fliall each Beholder fee 
A finilh'd Celia Her^ a Kneller net* 

On 
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On the QJJ E E N'i G r o T t o, in 
Richmond Gardens. 

T^T O W blufli, Calypso, *t\s but juft to yield, 
^ ^ That all your mplTy Caves are here cxcell'd. 
See how the Walls, in humble Form, advance^ 
With carelefs Pride, and flmple Elegance: 
See Art and Nature ftrive with equal Grace^ 
And Fancy charm'd with what flie can't furpafs. 
Ffow fwiftlyj Thames 5 and. flowing, ft ill proclaim 
Thw Bui/iUxjg'sSeaiuty^ and the Builder's Fame; 
Tell Indian Seas, fhy Naiads 4iefc have feen 
The fweeteft Gro//o, and the wifeft Queen j 
Whofe Royal Prefence bfefsM this humble Seat: 
How fmall the Man/ton^ and the Guefi^ how Great ! 
So Angels fat in Canaan* s fweet Abodes,- 
So rural Shades were honour'd with the Gods. 
Here may her Soul th'Almight/s Wonders trace. 
Far as the Wert hi es^ that adorn the Place } 
Whofe awful Bufts around the Grot appear 
Thebrighteft Stars in Learning's Hemifphere? 

« 

Their 
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Their Fathers dimly viewM the dawning Ray j 

Thefe v£t Klije Suns^ and brought a Flood of DHy* ; 

. • . • ■ • • . -• 

"But ceafe, ^my Mufe, and cafi tby wond'ring Eye% 
Where Phoebus' lofty * Domes inajefticrifei 
Whofe tun'eful Train have fuog this Grotto's Praife^ 
Contending each, till each deferves the Bays. . . 

O pardon me, je learned Sors of Fame! 
Who Aintly, after you, attempt the Theme i 
Nor think, I rival your poetic Fires; 
My QuxsN, commands, . and Gratitttdt infpires. 
And You, Imperial Foundrefs ! deign to fmiie, 
Nor fcorn the leaft, the lateft Mufe's Toil, 
Who brings the tardy OfPring of her Lays, 
The «rft in Duty, tho' the laft in Pratfe. 

• £at9M and Wejhmnfier Schooli. 
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To the Author of a Poem m the Duke of 
Lorrab'J Arrival at the Britifli CqutU. 

IS Denham's nervous Mufe reyiy'd sg^iny 
To hail the Regal Vifit of Lob&aih? 
Or is it Pope's harmonious Voice we hear. 
Or whofe majeftic Numbers charm our "Ear? 
What modeil Youth fears to expofe his Name^ 
When ev'ry Line fo juftly merits Pame ? 
LoRKAiN may learn to rule o£ Britain's Kino^ 
But Britijh Bards may learn oifhte to (ing. 
Whoe'er thou art, thefe feeble Lays receive, 
Tho' I this Tribute with Reludance givei 
For, when my Eye thy pompous Verfc furveys, 
I read with Wonder ^ but with &'^p»i&. 

S o, when Britannia's Senators conteft, 
And jarring Feuds enrage the Patriot's Breaft , 
If fome judicious Speech great Walpole makes, 
Oppofing Parties praife him, while he fpeaks> 
His Foes refifi^he long-difputed Caufe $ 
And, fpite of Malice, Envy gives Applaufc. 
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Oit F L « E iL L A*i Krdi-Ddj. 

TH E Queen of Love, and Pauas once^ 'tis &id, 
Had both agreed to iotm a finiflt'd Maid i 
Upon a nortd Dty they flew to Eanh, 
A D^ ftill noted by Florella*s Birth: 
Both Deities employed their utmoft Care, 
To make their darling Lady wife and fair t 
This gave her Beauty, that a fprightly Wit, 
Which rendered Soul and Body juftly fit : 
But Mercvkt, that nimble winged Thief, 
Who loves his Joke, as dearly as his Life, 
Down from Ofymfus to his Sifters flew. 
When juft to Life their little Embryo grew j 

And pour'd a little Folly in her Breaft j 
A little F^liy leavened all the reft : 

Hence 'tis, (he's fometiines fprightly, fometimes dull i 

Andfometimes witty, fometimes quite a Fo$li 

Scarce fooliih now, nor witty, fprightly neither ^ 

But fprightly, witty, foolifti, all t<^ether. 
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To. the Riv.Dr. Freind^ m his quitting 

Weftminfter ScbooL 

IF void of Art my languid Verfe appears. 
Forgive, OFreind, the Bard, who fings in Tears: 
Rude are the Lays, which only Grief adorns, . 
And dull the Mufes, when Apollo mourns i 
When Science trembles o'er Minerva's Shrine, 
To fee her fav'rite Prieft his Charge refign. 
Yet why (hould Grief debafe his glorious Name, 
Or blaft the Bays his Merits juftly claim > 
No venal View his noble Temper fways; 
He quits with Honour, what he kept with Praife. 
As fome wife Leader, in fuccefsful Wars, 
W©rn out with Age, and cover'd o'er with Scan, 
Redgns the Pofi, he bravely long fuflain'd, 
Crown'd with the Palm, his former Valour gain'd: 
So thou, paternal Sa^e^ fnay'ft now repofe ; 
Nor feek new Laurels, to adorn thy Brows i 
Review thy Toils, and fee what polilh'd Peers 
Honour thy forming Hand, and fiudious Cares t 



Let 
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Let learned Carx'^ft, elegant of Tafte, 
Confeis the Mould, in which his Mind was caft: 
Let Hkrve y's Mufe her Tutar'^ Worth proclaini^ 
And Pelham'3 Royal Truft declare thy Fame j 
Pelham, in whofe capacious Soul we find 
The Scholar^ StaUfman^ and the Patriot join'd* 
^ Nor ihaU the tender Plants, which round thee fland. 
E'er prove ungrateful to the Planter's Hand i 
Water'4 by 3^f#, their wellfix'd Roots extend. 
Their Branches flourifh, and the Fruits afcend > 
While piea^g Hope with Expedatlon fmiles, 
To reap the future Produft of thy Toils, 
Intent to fee thy Pupils Ihining forth, 
Whx)fe Adions foon (hall better fpeak thy Worth j 
When in the Train of Senators they come, 
Refin'd with all the Arts of Greece and Ramt ; 
While in each ASt their prudent Counfels fhew 
Their Matter's Loyalty, and Learning too. 
Thus have thy Precepts made thy Province fhine, 
And ev'n Minerva's /fiT'&^ffi yield to thine. 



G On 



122* POEM S 

On C E L I A'i Pifture> drawi hjf Sir 

Godfrey Kneller. 

TV T I T H fuch a fapient Eye, and heavenly Mind,* 

•^^ Minerva taught her Arts to human Kind > 
With fuch att(k£^.ive Charms, and graceful Air, 
Venus was judg'd the S^een of all the Fain 
Such Senfe and Beauty to the Painter (hone. 
He drew ICwo Goddefles to finlih Ont. 

On tH Marriage of His Serene Higbnefs 
the Prince of Orange. 

TLluftrious Prince! forgive the feeble Lay^ 
"*" That now afpires to hail your Nuptial Day; 
Nor fcorn a Mufe, the meaneft of the Niae^ 
Who brings her humble OfFVing to your Shrine. 
And you, Imperial Nymph ? whofe lovely Face 
Invites the Hero to your chafte Embrace, 
Vouchfafe a Spark of your celeftial Fire ; 
Harmonious Words, and pl^afing Thoughts infpire. 
Soft, as your Love, and tuneful as your Lyre: 

So 
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So fhall my Numbers charm the lift'nkigEar, 
And cv'n the glad Nassau delighted hear. 
I^ASSAU has Jong enriched the Book of Fame^ 
And Ansa now adorns the noble Name» 
Nations, wio faw the Light of Oranoe rife, 
With aweful Splendor in the Belgian Skies; 
Shall foon behold it with new Luftre ihine, 
Join'd to a glorious Star, of Brunswic's Line*' 

S o, where the flowing Samhre gently glides, 
The Swain delights to view the beauteous Tides : 
But^ when his more extended Eye furveys 
The (hining Torrent join the fpacious Maef$^ 
Both Rivers, thus, with friendly Union flow, 
And to the Sight fuperior Beauty ihow. 

Whene'er the Gods a noble Race intend. 
They fuit the Caufes to the deftin'd End, 
Nor yoke unequal Hearts in Nuptial Love : 
Jove's valiant Bird difdains the fearful Dove; 
Great Minds, by native Sympathy, combine, 
K% golden Particles the clofeft join. 
Paternal Virtues in their fiofom roll,' 
Ally'd in Love by Noblenefs of Soul: 

G % Hence 
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Hence Thrones and Sceptres ihine negleded Things, 
Hence Royal Auns prefers Nassau to Kingsi 
While Britofis jvith united Hearts rejoice. 
And willing Senators applaud the Choice, 
To fee their King (to Honour ever true) 
Difcharge the Debt to facred William due; 
Immortal William! by whofe prudent Cares 
We yet enjoy the Fruits of all our Wars j 
Our Laws, Religion, Liberty, and Peace, 
And ev'n the Blefings of thefiKUNSwic Race* 

Noa. Thou, illuftrious Okanos I biufh to own^ 
Thy Honour, thus ally'd to j^lkion's Crown > 
Bleft with a Princefs, in whofe Form we trace 
Her Father's Majefty, and Mother's Grace ; 
Bright Orbs of Pow'r, that, with propitious Ray, 
Difpel our Clouds, and beautify our Days 
Not as the Comet, raging thro' the Air, 
Infedls the Wodd with Peftilence and War > 
But, like the Sun, their Beams of Goodnefs glow, 
Infpiring Life^ and chearing all below. 
Such are the glorious Si re, and gracious Dams, 
From whence the beauteous Bride of Orange oime* 



And 
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And /hall unerring Nature change her Kind f 

What Lion e'er produc*d a rim'rous Hind ? 

The Royal Eagles Royal Eagles breed, 

And Heroes from heroick Sires proceed : 

ii^oxxrr's Founder, thus, confefs'd his Race Divine f 

Thus Nassau copies the Nassoyiah Line ; 

Thus Amha's noble Stream of Virtue flbws, 

High, as the Regal Spring, from whence it rofe; 

Thrice happy Nymph, with cv*ry Grace fuppl/d f 

Tbrice happy Prince, with fuch a heavenly Bridt! 

In whom fbperior Senfe with: Judgment joins, 

Her Beauty much, but more her Merit ftines. 

How glorious ! When fuch Worth adorns the Great, 

We hear, we fee, admire, and imitate t 

Virtue, in Them, attradls remoteft Eyes f 

But tn the vulgar Soul, unheeded lies. 

As radiant Phosbus darta fuperior Light, 

While fmaUex Planets fhun the watchful Sight*. 

Accomplished thus, let her Example fire. 
The drooping Mufe, and wake the founding Lyre t 
To aid Religion, be her chiefeft Care, 
(Heav'n juftiy claims the Soul it made fo fair) 
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To ftem the Torrent of licentious RagCi 
And prop the Virtues of a finking Age , 
Exalting Science to her antient Height^ 
To raife declining Arts^ and make the Rude polite: 
While great Nassau, whofe native Glory warms, 
Whene'er his Country calls him forth to Arms, 
^ay fire the Belgians in the Field of Mar^ 
Confult their Peace, or animate their Wars j 
Paint his Forefathers to their wondering Eye, 
And teach 'em how to conquer, or to die ; 
Like him, who brair^iy dar'd to break thdt Chakio, 
Tho' hel4 by all the Force and Fraud of ^/u}/> : 
For injur'd Liberty the Sword he draws, 
Refolv'd to gain,, or perifh in the Caufei 
And having long the doubtful Combat try*d. 
Like Casar vanquifliM, and like C-ksa r • dyMi 
Tho* different Ar the Motives of their Mind j 
That fought to eonquery this iofave Mankind i 
Till prais'd, lamented, envy'd, and admir'd, 
The Hifo^ Patriot^ and the Priitce cxpirM. 

^ King William's Great-Grancifather, theFirft great Aflertor 
•f the BtlgiM Liberticf, aOaiTinated at Dtlpb^ 

Of 
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O f where did then the Guardian Angels hide ? 
Nor watch'd to turn the guilty Ball afide ; 
When he, whom armed Hofls could not withftand^ 
Now falls a Vidim to one Villain's Hand ? 

Bur rife, ye Mufes, quit the penfive Layr 
Nor damp the Joys of this aufptcious Day. 
Since yet the glorious Name of Okaroe ftands,. 
Since Royal Ahna feals the nuptial Bands | 
Soon may Imperial Adolphs rffe again, 
Again new Fred'aics thunder on the Main, 
Rouzing the Martial Youth to War's Alarms, 
(If proud Iherians fiiine again in Arms) 
To guard their Country from tyrannic Pow'r, 
And be, what glorbus William was^ before* 

Nor fhall the States invading Forces feir, 
£re pregnant Time the promised Heroes bear; 
Nor want Allies their Freedom to defend, 
Since Brunswig reigns, and Albiom is their Friend; 
As branching Oaks prote£l the rural Swain, 
Secure from Summer Heat, and WtMter Rain ; 

G4 Sd 
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So ihall our Monarch, with paternal Aid| 
His Regal Shelter o'er Batavia fpread: 
Long as the Sceptre fills his Royal Hand, 
A true Palladium fliall infure the Land. 

A N s if the prefcient Mufes guide my Lay^ 
Or future Secrets Pkobbus can difplay ; 
The Day fliall fliine diftinguiih'd from the reft» 
That Anna dignify'dy and Htmsn bleft; 
In which Augustus fortifies his Throne, 
And plans a Scheme of Union for his Son^ 
Befpeaks Allies for Princes yet to come. 
New Friends to Britain^ and new Foes to Rome» 

PROCESDy Great Monaech f new Allies to gain. 
And with new Nuptial Leagues our Peace nuintain: 
So ihall thy beauteous Nymphs fecure with Charms 
That Safety, other Kings defend with Arms; 
They, Vsnus like, could Mars himfelf furprizc, 
And awe ftero Tyrants with their conquering Eyes. 



VERSES 
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VERSES to the Author 

IqImitatiok of 
HORACEV Ode on PINDAHn 



By a Divine. 



AppJfd to the Marriage of bis Highnefs 
the Prince of Orange, with Anne, 
Frincefs Royal of Great Britain. 

T¥T H O hopes to rival Milton's FlameJ 

^^ With waxen Pinions fondly flies i 
His Fall^ will give the Sea a Name, 
While he attempts to reach the Skiesr- 

MiLTow is like a Flood, ^ofe Tide, 

Swell'd with tempeftiious Deluge, roars; 
Which from fcwie lofty Mountain's Side 

liUfifllefs foams, and knows no Shores^ 

G« 5 With 
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With facrcd Laurels juftly crown'd, 
Whether, in bold, unfettered Strains, 

His towering Mufe the common Bound, 
Superior to all Rhyme, difdains ^ 

Whether the Reahns of endlefs Day 
He fill with Wa^s, and rude Alarms ; 

Or fet, in terrible Array, 
Seraphic Legions^ clad ia Arms* 

^loft, with all their Forefts, thrown 
See Hills, from their Foundations raz'd ! 

See Angels hurlM with Vengeance down, 
When the Messiah's Standard blaz'd ! 

Or leads he to connubial Bow'rs 

The new-form'd Pair? The teeming Ground 
Smiles with a Wildernefs of Flow'rs, 

DifFufing Gales of Fragrance round. 

Lo ? Adam, with majeftic Mien, 
For Empire and Command defign'd ! 

Confummate Beauty crowns his Queen, 
With Dignity and SweeCnefs join'd. 



While 
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While he the charming Scene dtfplays, 
Where Innocence and Pleafure reign'd j 

Delighted with his facred Lays, 
We hear it loft, and feel it gainM. 

His Lays, inimitably fine. 
With Ecftafy each Paflion move. 

When loud they trumpet War divine, . 
Or foftly warble human Love« 

Stspmen! this Britannic Swan 
Surmounts the Clouds with noble Flight, 

While I, at Diflancie, only can 
Admire him lift'ning to the Sight* 

As the poor Bee, with endlcfs Toil, 
To fuck the Thyme, and blooming Rofe, 

Skims over Richmond's fragrant Soil, 
Thus I with pleafing Pain compofe. 

You, with a happy Genius bleft. 
In bolder Strains Ihall Nassau fing. 

When Akjia, by the Graces dreft, 
He to the Nuptial iDome fhalL bring: 



AlVA|. 
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Axis A, enrich'd with various Charnu 

By the indulgent Care of Heav'n> 
Than whom, into his longing ArmSy 

No greater Treafure can be giv'n. 

Not, tho* with Riches of the Eqflf 

At His Command^ the Gangts flow; 
Tho', with full Empire, he poflefs'd 

Whatever Ambition wifh'd below^ 

Ye Nereids, with propitious Gales 

The gilded VeflcL kindly aid 1 
Let Cupids fan the fwelling Sails, 

And waft him to the Royal Maid. 

* WSen Thames, with floating Forefts crown'd, 

Leander fafe arrived proclaims, 
And of tumultuous Joy the Sound 

Shall bid Augusta rife in Flames; 

Loud Thunder, burfting from her Tow'rs, 

Shall fignalize the (acred Day; 
And Tranlport to the Belgsc Shores, 

For Bleflings which they lent, convey.. 

^ This was written before the PriQce came to ^ngitmdt 

** ** Around 
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Around while Hym$ntals ring^ 
My Voice to higkeft Pitck Til ratfe i 

Thrice happy, if I can but iing 
An humble Ode to Nassau's Praife. 

ToU| foaring in heroic Verfe 

By native Strength of Wing upborn|. 
His godlike Virtues Ihall rehearfe, 

And Beauties, which the Bride adorn» 

He, in your Lays, ihall finifh'd rife 
For Council, or th'embattled Field i 

Immortals the contefted Prize 
To her fuperior Charms fliatt yield* 

Then, ravilh'd with prophetic Views, 
Succeeding Glories (hall prefage » 

And, froia the Genial Bed, the Mufe 
Raife Princes, to improve the Age. 

Who^ bravely prodigal of Blood, 
Shall prove, that to fet free Mankind, 

And conquer for the Public Good,^ 
The Race of Nassav was defign'd. 



Thus 
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Thus great Alcides (Poets feign) 
By Labours gained the Seats above; 

Countries preferv'd, and Monfters flatn, 
AiTert the genuine Son of Jove. 

The ANSWER. 

WH E N I, in feeble Verfe, effay'd 
Nassau and Anna's Praife, 
A Lyric Mufe flew o'er my Head, 
And drop'd a Branch of Bays. 

I would have fix'd it on nny Brow ; 

But Phoebus faid^ Forbear j 
*Tis Fanhy to touch the Bough, 

And Sacrilege^ to -wear. 

Give it the Bard, who boldly dares 

Attempt the Roman Lyre 5 
Who wifely checks, but not impairs 

The tow'ring Pindar's Fire. 

Thus, Sir, to you, in Phoebus* Name, 

The Laurel Wreath I fend; 
And, fince the God denies me Fame, 

Am gUd it crowns my Friend. 






1 
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On Delia Jinging^ and playing on Mujtc. 

L 

WHEN Delia tunes her vocal Song, 
And /Irikes the trembling Strings ; 
The lifl'ning Audience round her throng. 
Admiring, while fhe fings. 

II. 
BaT, when we view the skilful F^/V, 
We're ftruck with more Surprize i 
Before, (he only pteas'd our Ear, 
But now, inchants our Eyes. 

III. 
Beauty and Harmony combin'd. 

Like fecret Charms betray j 
Like Ghofts in magic Rings coftfin'd, 
JfJ? cannot fiir away, 

IV. 
So Birds, imprudent, fall to Ground, 

When pleafing Notes they hear, 
Charm'd with the Piper's artful Sound, 
Till taken in his Snare, 



n 
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2a the Right Honourable William 
Clayton, Efq-y (now Lord Sv^don) 
on his being eleSied Reprefentative in 
Parliament for Weftminftcr^ without 
Ofpojitim. 

Tn O You, great Steward of the Public Truft,, 

-*" True to your King, and to your Country juft !' 
No venal Bard his joyful Tribute brings. 
Nor Envy fure can cenfure what he fings ; 
Since each impartial Tongue your Praife declares. 
The Mufe but echoes, what the Poet hears. 

Some, by their Birth, to Senates lay their Claim, 
Whofe FoHy (hames the Seat, which honours them. 
But You, whofe Merits mov'd the People** Voice, 
Unanimous, to make fo wife a Choice, 
With folid Senfe, and prudent Condufi l&tWi 
You grace the Senate, not the Senate You. 
Where, in the Lift of Patriots, could we ffhd 
A founder Judgmtnf^ a lincerer Minif 

Of 
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Or where a jufter Hand^ to poife the Scale 
Of Kings Prerogative^ and Puhlic Weal? 
Nor this you ftrive to fink, nor that extend ? 
Bigot to neither Side, to both a Friend. 
So flow the Spirits thro' your vital Frames 
Nor yet this Member chili, nor that inflame* 

TauB to your Principles, you neTer ft ray 
From Public Good^ tho* Int*reft lead the Way: 
For Public Good you ItiU employ your Tongue i 
And, rather than commit, you fufTer Wrong* 
When Soutb-fea * Wzvts o'erflow'd the Britijb Plain, 
And Members bartered Honcfty for Gain; 
No Gain, no Place, nor Profit could controul 
The ftubborn Virtue of your fieadySoult 

You firm to Honour^ Tratby and Confiience ftood, 

Unfafliionably juft, and obftinately good. 

But why ihould I in feeble Numbers telt 

Thofe Virtues, which your Adions paint fo well? 

For all the Adlons of your Life proclaim 

A Subjed's loyal Love, a Patriot's Fame. 

Your Care to keep the People's Int'reft fure, 

Your Zeal to guard the Prince's Crown fecure, 

» _ Make 

• I720# 
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Make Prince and People both efpoufe your Caufe'j 
Witnefs their lateft Choice, and loud Afflaufe^ 
When crouded ^tx^tx.% with Acclamations rung, 
And Clayton's Ptaifes dwelt on ev'ry Tongue; 
Parties themfelves agreed your Worth to boaft; 
Or difiePd only, who fhould praife it moft; 
While tim'rous Candidates the l^eji declin'd, 
And, to your nobler Brow, the Palm refign*d x 
So fly the Stars before the rifing Sun \ 
And, from his brighter Beams withdraw their owiu 




Jb Mr. W I N D E R> {now Fellow) of 
Corpus.Chrifti, Oxford; in u^njwer 
to a Latin Epiftle^ which he fent me. 

O O O N as your partial Lays I faw, 
*^ I guefs'd your crafty Views; 
And thought you writ in Verfe, to draw 
A Bill upon my Mufe. 

II. But 
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II. 

But, fince the Treafure you convey, 
Comes from the Roman Mine > 

Forgive me, if I can't repay 
Xhe Vaiue of your Coin. 

in. 

While on thy manly Lines I dwell, 
Ltines, that might Pope employ | 

What ftrange ViciiHcudes I feel 
Of Sorrow, Love, and Joy* 

' IV. 

Now Pieafure charms my glowing Soul^ 

To hear thy pompous Song 
In foft, majeftic Numbers, roll, 

Like Flaccus, fweet and ftrong. 

V. 

But quickly fympathizing Pain 
' Succeeds my (hort Delight, 
To find thy moving, mournful Strain 
Defcribe thy * Lofs. of Sight. 



• Mr. WiND£E WM much affliaed with fore Eyes, whea he 
feat the Epiftle. yj^ 
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VI. 

I grieve to think, Machaon's Art 

Can give thee Ao Relief i 
I weep, and wiih my graceful Heart 

Could cure, or fiiare, thy Grief. 

VII. 

N o more to me Encomiums fend\ 

In fuch a learned Strain j 
But, if you'd compliment your Friend^ 

P/efent him half your Pain* 

VIII. 

T o Phoxbvs make thy Mufic foar. 

To Uim direfl: thy Lays ^ 
Invoke his Aid, and healing Pow'r, 

To purge the vifual Rays.^ 

IX. 

For, if your Lyre but ftrikehisEar, 

(Thj5 Lyre you lately ftrung) 

The God of Verfe and Light muft heat 
A Suit fo fweetly fung. 
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A Defcription of a Journey 
to Marlborough, Bath, Portfmouthj e?f • 

f(? the Riglt HomurabJe the Lord VifcimnP 

Palmbkstok» 



WHILE forae, my Lord, the Reman Coafi explore, 
Survey the Fanes^ and trace their Beauties o'er. 
Studious of ArtSy &y which ingenious BoVls, 
Now draws the Plan, <» now ttt€ts the Pile ; 
More bounded in my Fancy, and my Purfe, 
I, o'er domeftic Plains, purfue my Courfe ; 
And ev'ry plea-fing ObjeA in the Way, 
The Mufe (hall ling, if you accept her Lay. 

Whes Cakcer fiercely glow'd with Phoebus* Heat, 
And Clouds of Duft flew cv'n in Brenfford-Street i 
O'er HounflowHtath my early Courfe I fteer. 
For Robbers fana'di but I no Robbers fear: 



Let 



14Z POEMS 

Let Gold, like Guilt, increafe the Mifir^s Grief ^ 

A Poet's Purfe, like Virtue^ dares a Thief. 

Colehrooi I quickly paFs, and foon my Eyes 

Survey the Royal Tow'rs of Windfir rife ; 

CharmM with the Theme of Pope's harmonious Song, 

I check my Steed^ and flowly move along ^ 

At ling*ring Mariners contrail their Sails, 

To feaft on OdQVS of j^rahian Gales. 

But left, my Lord, your Patience ibould accufe 

The dull Narration of a tedious Mufe, 

I will not fing each Trifle that occur'd, 

How much I ear, and drank, and whipped and ipurt^d t 

How oft my Palfry ftumbled in the Way, 

Tin * Hatfird mdfi the Travel of the Dayj 

Where kind f Mxnalcas, Partner of my Soul, 

Revives me with his friendly, flowing Bowl 5 

Yet forces no intemperate Bumpers round, 

Except when Delia's Health the Glafles crown'd. 

A thoufand Labours paft, we now run o'er. 

What Scenes we aded, and what Toils we bore* 

No Party Fe«ds, nor Politics we name i 

The Joys of Fxiendihip moflly were our Theme. 

• A littJe Village, near Farrit^Jon in Sucis, 

T A Fvttui,, Qofic the Author's Mafter, and ftUl his Friend. 

Warn'd 
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JVarn'd by tht Clock, we now retire to Reft, 
Fill ii&ng PHdEBUs ftreak'd the purple £aft« 
Breakfaft foon o'er, we trace the verdant Field, 
Where (harpen'd Scythes the lab'ring Mowers weiid? 
Straight Emulation glows in evVjr V^n^ 
1 long to try the curvous £lade again. 

A s when, at Hockhy'hoh^ old Gamefters vtp w 
Young Combatants their Martial Sports renew, 
A youthful Vigour £res their antient Soul, 
Nor former Wounds their Courage can controul j 
Again they mount the Stage, again they play. 
Again they bear the noble Prize away : 
So with Ambition burns my daring Breaft^ 
I fnatch the Scythe, and with the Swains conteft^ 
Behind 'em clofe, I rufh the fweeping Stetl i 
The vanquifli'd Mowers foon confefs my Skill. 

Not long at this laborious Sport I fiay ; 
But, with my Friend, to * Charlton take my Way 5 
Twas there, my Lord, induc'd by potent Ale, 
Swains leave their Ploughs, and Threfhers quit their Flail : 



• Where the Author liv'd a TbrtAen 

Yoitf 
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Your * Bounty foon provokes the Bells to ring ; 
Clowns dance. Boys bollowr, and boarfe Coblers fing. 
Not greater was the Joy In anttent Greece^ 
When ^aoii's Son produced the Golden Fletce^ 
Than now appear'd in evVy nrejher's Breaft, 
Soon as your Gold fung Prologue to the Feaft. 

W B r Ihould the Mufe recite our Bill of Fare, 
And with a long Defcription tire your Ear? 
None can your gen'rous Treat with Want reproach ; 
All eat enough, and many drank too much : 
Full twenty Thrtfhers quaff around the Board; 
All name their Toaft, and ty^ty one, no Lord, 
No Cares, no Toils, no Troubles now appear i 
For Troubles, Toils, and Cares are drown'd in Befff 
Till foon the chol'ric Fumes of Liquor rife, 
Fluih in their Face, and fparkle in their Eyes : 
They now the ruftic Feats of Manhood boaft. 
Who beft could reap, or mow, or threfh the moft: 
Contention doubtful! All with Anger burn, 
While each appears a Hero in his Turn: 
Hard Words fucceed ,• fo far can Beer prevail. 
That Blows are menac'd ev'n without a Flail; 
f Money which hit Lord&ip feat to treat the Tbrejbert, 



Tin 
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Till thus our Landlord,' riling from his Chair, 
Like prudent Nestok^ flops impending War: 

'* What Madnefs, Friends, what Madnefs can engage 
" Your Minds to burn with this unfeemly Rage ? 
*^ For Shame, flain not with Blood our grateful Chear ^ 
" Defift from -B/(?o(/-— or elfe defift from Ben. 
** Are thefe the only Thanks you give my Lord? 
^ And is it thus his Favours you reward? 
" If no Refped you pay this chcarful Feaft, 
*' Yet pay the noble Founder fome, at leaft— < 

H £ faid : Abaih'd the confcious Heroes flood, 
Shook Hands, and thirfted more for ^^^r-— than Bloody 
Another Glafs to Temple's Health they pour 5 
And praife their Liquor much, his Bounty more. 

O F T as this * Duy returns, (hall Thrgjhers claim 
Some fiour.s of Reft facred to Temple's Name j 
Oft as this Day returns, (hall Temple chear 
The 'Threfiers Hearts with Mutton, Beef, and Beer: 



^ * 30th of JmUf on Vfhich hU I«ordihip treats the tbrejb*n every 

H Hence, 
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Hence, when their CbildreAS Children (ball admbe 
This Holiday, and, whence dem'd, inquirei 
Some grateful Father, partial to my Fame, 
Shall thus defcribe from whence, and how it came. 

** Here, Child, z ThreJBer liv*d m anticnt Days 5 
*^ Quaint Songs he fung, and pkaiing Roundelays i 
*' A gracious Queen his Sonnets did commend , 
" And feme great Lord, one Temple, was his Friend: 
" That Lord was pleas'd this Holiday to make, 
" And feaft thw Tbrejhcrs^ for that Tbrejier's Sake.** 

Thus (hall Tradition keep my Fame alive » 
The Bard may die, the Threjhcr ftill furvivc. 

Next, over Praj/^'s fertile Fields I hafte, 
Fields with the bearded Crops of Ceres grac'd! 
While plcafing Hopes my grateful Bofom chear ; 
But foon th€y vani/hM— — ^* Stanley was not here* 

From hence the Mufe to filver Ktnnet flies, 
On whofe green Margin Hertford's Turrets rife. 

• Rev. Mr. Stanley, Redlor of Pewfey, who firft encouraged the 

Author. 

Here 
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Here often rouBd the verdant Plain I ftray^' 
Where • Thomsou fung his bold, Qnfetter'd Layi 
Or climb the winding, mazy + Mountain's Brow^ 
And, the' I fwiftly walk, afcend but flow. 
The fpiral Paths in gradual Circles lead, 
Increafe my Journey, and elude my Speed r 
Yet, when at length I reach the lofty Height, 
Towns, Vallies, Rivers, Meadows meet my Sight $ 
A thoufand grateful Objefts round me fmile. 
Whole various Beauties overpay my ToiK 

S o may you o{tti\ fee tht fludious Youth 
Begin the long, laborious Search for Teuth ,• 
How flow his Progrefs, but how great his Pain! 
How many mazy Problems vex his Brain. 
Before he o'er the Hills of ScicMCf rife. 
Where, far from vulgar Sight the Godde& lies! 
Yet, there arriv'd, he ends the happy Chacei 
Refleds, with Pleafure, on his glorious Race i 
Sees the bright Nymph fo many Charms difplay. 
As crown the Labours of the lengthen'd Way. 



* Mr. Tbomfon compoaM one of hi9 Stafous here* , 

'f Mari&orough Mouat* 

H z WiTHiM 



148 P O E M S 



Within the Bafisoffhe verdant Hill, 
A beauteous Grot confeffes Hertford's Skill; 
Who, with her lovely Nymphs, adorns the Place > 
Gives ev'ry polifh'd Stone its proper Grace; 
Now varies ruftic Mofs about the Cell ,* 
Now fits the ihining Pearl, or purple Shell : 
Calypso thus, attended with her Train, 
With rural Palaces adorns the Plain ; 
Nor with more Elegance her Grots appear, 
Nor with more Beauty (hines ih'Immortal Fairm 

The Mufe her Journey, next, to Bath purfues 5 
Baih^ fix'd by Nature to delight the Mufe ! 
Where flow'ry Shrubs, and.curling Vines unite 5 
Hills, Vales, and waving Woods attrad the Sight; 
A vary'd Scene ! For Nature here difplay* 
A thoufand lovely Charms, a thoufand Ways : 
Allen attends, to drefs her beauteous Face, 
With Handmaid Art improving ey'ry Grace; 
Now forms the verdant Walk, or funny Glade, 
Or pours the Waters o'er the fteep Cafcade; 
Or now contradb 'em with judicious Skill, 
And leads 'em, gently murm'ring, down the Hill* 
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A Son of -ffscutAPius here I meet; 
Polite his Manners, and his Temper {^ztt t 
His fage Difcourfe, with (6ft, perfuafive Arf, 
Charm'd the pJeas'd Ear, till it improv'd the Heart: 
Bright Truth^ and Virtue, were his lovely Theme j 
Which feem'd more lovely, when defcrib'd by hinr. 

Various Diverfions here employ the Fair-f 
To Dancing fome, and fome to Play repair i 
Not * Musi DOE A fo confumes her Days, 
The Dame who bad me fing Jehovah's Praife: 
Uncharm'd with all the fluttering Pomp of Pride, 

Heav'n, and domeftic Care her Time divide : 

In her own Breaft fhe feeks a calm Repofe, 

And (huns the crouded Rooms of Belhs and Beaux ^ 

Where Coquet ill a oft her Eyes has roll'd, 

Oft won a worthlefs Heart, and loft her Gold, 

From Bath, I travel thro* the fultry Vale^ 
Till SaVsFry Plains afford a cooling Galei 

• Mrs. Stanliy, who defired the Author to write the SlunatH" 
mittt 
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j^rcadian Plains, where Pan delights to dwell. 

In verdant Beauties cannot thefe excel: 

Thefe too, like them, might gain immortal Fanoe, 

Rcfound with Cory don and Thyrsis' Flame j 

If, to his Mouth, the Shepherd would apply 

His mellow Pipe, or vocal Mufic try: 

But, to his Mouth, the Shepherd ne'er applies 

His mellow Pipe, nor vocal Mufic tries : 

Propt on his Staff, he indolently ftands ; 

His Hands fupport his Head, his Staff his Hands > 

Or, idly basking in the funny Ray, 

Supinely lazy, loiters JLife away* . 

Here, as I pafs'd the Plains, (a lovely Scene, 

Array'd in Nature's Liv'ry, gaily green!) 

On ev'ry Side the wanton Lambkins pla/d, 

Whofe artlefs Bleatings rural Mufic made^ 

Too harfli, perhaps, to pleafe politer Ears, 

Yet much the fweeteft Tune the Farmer hears* 

Soon as the Plains are ravifliM from my Sight, 
New difPrent Profpeds equally delight i 
Where * Pembroxs's Turrets charm my gazing Eyes, 
And awful Statues folemnly furprize : 

• EarJ ^f PxMBROxx's Seat at WiltM, 

Ears, 
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Bardi, Sages, Heroes, Patriots, Princes ftand, 

A mixt, majeftic, venerable Band ! 

Here mighty Homer, Pitoebus' eldcft Son, 

Or fings, or feems to fing, in breathing Stone, 

See Martial Phocion filently perfuade, 

And Imooth-tongu'd Cicero, in Marhh^ plead? 

Here ihines great Pompey, greater Julius there, 

With daring Brutus, honeftly fevere: 

Frtendj2>ify and Freedom in his Soul contend > 

Forgive him, Cssar, if he wrong'd his Friend f 

Tfeo' Srutus' Dagger pierc'd thy Bofom throf*, 

*Twas Liberty^ not Malice^ ftruck the Blow. 

Unhappy Brutus, deftin'd to with ftand ^ 

Thy Friend's Ambition with a fatal Handf 

Unhappy C-ffiSAR, whofe Ambition movM 

That fatal Hand to murder whom it lov'd ! 

Had'ft thou, like Brttainh Monarch, ftrove to favo 

Expiring Nations, not the World enfktr« } 

Thy Laurels then had ftill unblafted flood, 

Nor BRUTuse'er been ffaiinM with Cj«sar*s BIood« 

N o T far fifom hence, old Sarng/s Rmns ftand,. 
High on a bleak and barren Trad of Land >. 

H 4* 
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A Mount, which once fuftain'd a City's Weight, 
And lofty Tow'rs adornM its aweful Height i 
Till Want of Water forc'd the thirfty Croud 
To feek the Vale, where cryftal Rivers flow'd- 
There* Poo re the firft aufpicious Work began; 
Firft, for a Temple, drew the glorious Plan i 
Then quickly makes the facred Columns rife. 
And bids the iofty Spire invade the Skies. 
The prudent People too, with equal Hafte, 
New Dwellings built, which far their old furpaft: 
Cautious of Thtrft, they make the docile Tide, 
In winding Currents, thro' the City glide .- 
In ev'ry Street the wanton Naiads play. 
To ev'ry Door their liquid Urns convey > 
In which the lately thirfty Peafant fpies 
At once the cooling Draught, and fcaly Fries f 
Scenes, which, before, the lofty Mount deny'd I 
Hence let Ambition learn to check its Pride: 
High Stations often bring a Weight of Cares ^ 
True Happinefs is found in humble Spheres : 
This ufeful Truth let S arum's Glory fliow. 
Which faded when on high, but flourilhes below^ 

• Bifliop Pool t, who built the Cathedral. 
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I ntxt to Bat hurst's * rural Seat afcend-, 
Bathurst, my infant Mufe's gen'rous Friend? 
And, as around bis fpacious Park I firay'dy, 
Charm'd with the Profped, which the Fields difplay'd^ 
Mufing on Verfe, the willing Numbers came, 
My Song began, and Clarendon my Theme, 
What fweeter Subje<ft could I wifh to chufe? 
What Scenes more lovely can delight a Mufe ? 
See, Flora paints the Ground, with vary'd Dyes, 
And fragrant Shrubs with Odours fill the Skies h 
Here curling Vines their Jufcfous Swttts dilclofe, 
There fair Pomona loads the bJufhing Boughs : 
See, fruitful Ceres crowns the Vales with Corn, 

f 

And fleecy Flocks the verdant Hills adorn! 
Here waving Trees projed a cooling Shade, 
Where Bathurst oft converfes with the D/^if 
Reads over what the antient Sages wrote i 
Nor only reads, but a£^s as Sages taught i 
Improves the prefent Hour that Fortune gives f 
Nor trufts To-morrow, but Torday he lives*. 



* Clakswdon ]('arfc« 
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As thus mycareleis Lay, unlaboor'dy Aows^ 
Before my Eyes a • Pile of Ruins rofe ; 
Whofc rugged Walls, like natirt Rock-work, flionei 
For Time had curnM the Ceratfnt into Stone* 
Our Second Hibrt here, »f Faro€ be tme, 
Meafur'd the Prince's Right, and People's Due: 
14ade Laws to bound the Friefts and Barons Claim--*>M» 
Nor ev'n thofe Laws did haughty Becitet blame i 
Bkcxet! true Tyrant of the Romat State, 
Curs'd with Religion juft enough to hate; 
Whofe ftern, ambitious Zeal his King defy Vi, 
And damn'd all thofe, wh» dar'd oppofe his Pride. 

O Thou Su{«reme ! whofe Mercy ever flione 
The beft, the brtgheeft Jewel in thy Crown ! 
Never let me fuch cruel Faich approve, 
Which bids me hate, when Heaven commands ta loTe! 
Let Chriftlan Charity incline my Mind 
To wiHi the Happinefs of all Mankind t 
In fecial Friendfhip always let me live, 
Slow to be angryj eafy to forgive f 



* Kittg'Nanor, where the ConftitutiOAl el CxAxsKBOM Were j 

ir.ade. See Camdxm ^iWih/firt% 
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PAUL to NS afR)rd«m€ next akind Retrtaf, 
^Where crouding Joys my grateful Heart dilate j 
To fee the Friend, who firft my Lays approv'd,. 
Who loves theMufe, and by her is bclor'dj 
Who taught her tender Pinions how to Hy,, 
Told when flie crepe too low^. or foar'd* too high* 

Stanley rif, forgetful of thy Lore, 

1 e'er tp Gratitude rebellious prove j 
Still may I want a Friend, but never find f 

May Fortune, Phoebus, Stanley, prove unk-iwdf 

Herb often thro' the gloomy Woods I rove, 
Pleas'd with the filent Honor of the Grove. | 
And now the Lawn, and winding Walks delight i- 
And now the Memfhian Turret charms my Sight : 
Here conic Firs in graceful Order ftandi 
TaU Cedars there, the Growth of Syrian Land. 
Lead me, yefacred Dryads! lead me thro' 
Your fylvan Scenes, where future Navies grow i 
Where lofty Oaks their branching Arms extend^ 
And tow'ring Pines to fcifs the Clouds afcend^] 
Where op'ning Glades admit the funny Ray, 
Or ven^able^ Groves exclude «h^ Day. 
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There let tne Knaves, and Fools, and Fops defpife^ 
And rhink of A<aions worthy of the Wife. 

M Y Friend and me, SouthamftoM next receives > 
Southamfton^ wafh'd with Thetis' filver Waves. 
Upon whofe fandy Margin * Bevis rears 
His Head, on which a ftately Dome appears ,, 
Where Britijh SciTPio, crown'd with Martial Bays,. 
In Solitude enjoys his antient Days : 
Yet, ftiU inclined to conquer, wages here. 
With ftubborn Woods and Wilds, innoxious War; 
Subdues the native Rudenefi of the Soil, 
And makes the barren Sand with Verdure fmile j. 
Bends the young Plant obedient to his Will^ 
Or thro' the Valley leads the cryftal Rill ; 
Sublimes the Mount^ or bids the Mole fubfide, 
To ftretch the Profped o*er the lucid Tide: 
The Foils of Art illuftrate hisDeiign; 
And make the DVmond Nature brighter ihinc* 



• Mount Bt'vis^ Seat of the Right HoQOurable th« Earl of Pi- 
Ur^rouib, who va« then living. 
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Chabm'd with the Beauties of the filvcr Sea, 
We board a Ship, and skim the watry Way: 
Blown with propitious Gales, we quickly view 
Britannia's Strength, her Guard, and Glory too j 
Where * G E O R G E's dreadful Eagles waiting flood. 
To bear his fatal Thunder o'er the Flood. 
The wondrous Scene delights my gazing Eyes, 
At once imparting Pleafure and Surpri^: 
Intrepid Sailors, fwarming in the Sky^ 
Intent on Bufinefs, difPrenc Labours tryt 
Some ftrlde the Yard, or tow'ring Mafts afcend; 
Some on the Ropes, in airy Crouds, depend > 
Thick as the Infers, round the Poplar, pfay, 
When Phoebus gilds 'em with a Weftern Ray» 

But unezpeded Dangers oft deceive 
The daring Man, who tempts the foamy Wavet 
While on the Fleet we all delighted gaze, 
The fudden Winds arife, and fweep the Seas ; 
With rapid Force they fly, and from the Ship, 
Disjoin the Boat, and drive it o'er the Deep : 

• SriTKIAD* 
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Our cautious Pilot quickly fhifts the Sails, 
Reverts his Courfe againft the furious Gales. 
O Chloe! then what ruthlefs Pains diftreft. 
Thy dizzy Head, and rack'd thy tender Breaft !' . 
How often did the Bard thy Fate bemoan ! 
How often did he wifh thy Pains his own ! 
How did the Tritons, mov'd with Pity, gaze 
On thy fair Face, diftorted twenty Ways! 
Yet, tho' diftorted, Hill thy Features fhow 
Bright in Diftrefs, and innocent in Woe. 
So Venus oft, her filver Light diifpJays, 
Thro' Ev'ning Mifi^s^ that rife to cJoud her Rays^ 

But Neptune now, who pity*d Chloe's Pain, 
Returns tlic Boat j we fteer our Courfe again. 
At Six, we fafely land at Port/mouth Key, 
And foon forget the Dangers of the Sea. 
Straight to fome hofpitable Inn we haftej 
Revive our Spirits with a fweet Repaflt 
The fmiJing Glafs, with rofy Liquor crown'd^ 
Sacred to friendly Healths, goes chearful round ; 
While Time, in mirthful Converfe, fwcttly flow^. 
Till gentle Sleep invites us to Repofe.. ' 
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The Morning come, we to the Wharfs repair. 
Survey the mighty Magazines of War ; 
Tremendous Rows of Cannon meet our Eyes; 
And Iron Deaths, in mzffy Mountains rife: 
Store-houfe of Maks! where, rang'd in Order, lay 
Ten thoufand Thunders for fome fatal Day. 

Departimo hence, the Dock we travel round, 
Where laboring Shipwrights rattling Axis found -. 
Some bend the ilubborn Flanks, while others rear 
The lofty Mai^, ot crooked Timber iquarei 
Some ply their Engines, fome dired the Toii,^ 
And carefully infped the mighty Pile j 
See ev'ry Chink fecurely (bpt, before 
The winged Caftle ventures from the Shore.^ 

S o, when the youthful Crane intends to fly 
Her firft long Journey chro' the fpacious Sky j 
Before {he rears herfelf fublimc in Air, 
She ranges ev'ry Plume with prudent Care^ 
Tries if her Pinions can her Flight fufiain; 
Then fprings away, and foars above the Main* 
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But fee! the fmoking, fiery Forge appear* f 
Vulcanian Sounds furprize our lifl'ning Ears : 
See ! bufy Smiths around their Anvils fweat 5 

.Their brawny Arms the glowing Anchor bcatf . 
Alternately the chiming Hammers fall, 
And loud Notes echo thro* the footy Hall. 

^uch, haply, on the founding Anvil rung. 
When firft the Harp melodious Tubal ftrung r 
AsTubalCain the duftile Metal wrought, 
And Vulcan's heav'nJy Art to Mortals taugh^; 
The Brother, pfeasM to hear his Hammers chime, 
Soon harmoniz'd theii;^ Notes to proper Time : 
Man's Bofom then fonorous Organ warm'd. 
The fofter Lyre his gloomy Sorrows charm'd j 
While Tyrants Hearts unufual Pity found, 
And favage Tempers foftea'd with the Sound* 

T w A s now the Time, when Phoebus^ piercing Ray- 
Shot down dire<5, and meafur'd half the Day: 
A brave * Commander luckily we meet, 
Who courteoufly invites us to the Fleet: 

• Captain Reddish, Conamjidcr of the Amelia, 
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A Table elegantly fpread we found, 
And loyal Healths the Captain pulhes round j 
Augustus firH, and all the Royal Line, 
Givefweeter Flavour to the iparkling Wine; 
Waoer, and Nor R is, next, who boldly reign^ 
In floating Caflles, Monatchs of the Main. 

But now again our winged Sails we fpread, 
Again we vlfit Paulton's fylvan Shade j 
Where, parting from my Friend, I mount my Steed, 
And, o*er the Wilds of Wellowj urge his Speed : 
Wilds, which were lately ilerile, as the Coal^, 
Where patient Cato march'd his fainting Hoft ! 
Nor could the Swain explore a cooling Shade> 
When fervid Phoebus burnt his glowing Head ^ 
Till Chandois bad the dreary Defart fmiie 
With verdant Groves, and beautify'd the Soil : 
He faid ; ten thoufand Trees adorn'd the Plain, 
Ten thoufand Shades, delightful to the Swain« 

Hence, o'er the Plains, and fruitful Fields I pafs> 
^ull forty Miles, till Witney ends my Race, 
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1 vifit here an elegant * Divine, 
In whom the Scholar, Friend, and Critic join f 
Who freely judges of an Author's Thoughts, 
Improves his fieauties, and corredls his Faults^ 
Severely kind, and candidly fevere ; 
Polite, as Courtiers ; and, as Truth, fincere j 
Who, in Miherva's Temple, taught our Youth 
■\ The Path to Wifdom, Virtue, Honour, Truthi, 
Till having, with a gen'rous Mind, beftow'd 
The Flow'r of all his Tears in doing Goodj. 
Fatigu'd with Labours^ and with Age^decay'd^ 
Retires, with Honour, to the rural Shade. 

So, when the Prince of Rivers, fmitfbl Nth^ 
cr Has flowM, and fattened all the Memfhian Soil, 

Spent all the Riches, that his Waves contain, 
- Back to his Banks, he draws his humid Train. 

I pay my OfPrings next at Phoebus' Shrine, 
Oxford^ the Seat of all the tuneful Nine. 
Forgive me, God of Verfe, who daring greet 
Thy facred Temples with unhallow'd Feet! 

■ 

• Rev. Dr.FsziNo, 
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As pious Muffilmen to Mecca ream, 

Zealous to worlhip at their Prophet's Tomb ; 

So comes the Poet to thy revVend Fanes, 

Invoking thee to aid his humble Strains. 

O ! might a Spark of thy celeftiai FJame 

Sut raife my Numbers equal to mj Theme, 

Alfred immortal in my Page (hould ihine; 

Alfred, the Monarchy Htro^ and Divime, 

Who, having bravely isill his Foes o'erthrown, 

Advanced thy Kingdom, and confirm'd his own j 

Watered his Realm with the Pierian Spring, 

Recaird the h^ni&^d Arts, and bad tht Mufes iing« 

Thenfhould my Numbers found with *Wxcxham's Praife > 

Nor lefs fliould f Foxs's Fame adorn my Lays, 

Whofe pious Care the decent Fabric reared. 

Which kindly ihelter'd the unworthy Bard | 

Nor the unworthy Bard (hould leave unpaid 

The grateful Debt, contraded while he ftay'ds 

Thy Favours, chiefly. Winder, fhouM be known, 

In lading Numbers, tuneful as thy own. 

Thee, BoDLEY, wouldlfingj who can rcfufe 

A Verfe to Bodley, Patron o£ the Mufe? 

• Founder of Nivu College. , . . _ .„., 

t Founder of Corj^ui-Ckrifti CoUege, where the Author wat 

kiadly entertaiii'd, 

Whofe 
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Whofe letter'd Bounty to the World declares 
The treafur'd Wifdom of three thoufand Yeary. 
Nor (hould the Mufe forget the * Prelate's Fame, 
Who grac'd the River with a ftately Frame, 
Known by the flow'ry Meads, which round it lie. 
And beauteous Walks, that charm the Student's Eye; 
♦ Where courtly Addison artun'd his Lays, 

And rais'd his own, by finging Dry den's Praife. 
Hail, happy Bard ? whofe Genius fiill could fliine 
In ty'ty Art ,• for ev'ry Art was thine: 
Whether thou didft the Critic's Pen engage, 
The Critic's Pen improv'd the Poet's Rage; 
Whether thou didft the Hero's Deeds rehearfe. 
The Hero's Deeds flione brighter in thy Verfe : 
Or did thy tragic Mufe fublimely telf, 
How ftubborn Cato for his Country fell i 
Parties no more retain'd their fadious Hate } 
All pity'd Cesar's, honour'd Cato's Fate: 
Nor lefs thy foft diurnal Eifays pleafe, 
Tlrat Glafs, where ev'ry Fool his Folly fees; 



♦Waxnflit, Bifliop of Wincbefter, Founder of Magdalen 
College, where Mr. Addison wnVa Panegyric oa Mr, Daydsk, 
the firft Ettglijb Vcrfcs he ever made public. 



Where 



On fever al Occafions. 165 

Where Virtue fliines with fuch attradive Grace, 

She tempts this Vicious to her cfaafle Embrace. 

O ! may thy Labours be a Scar to guide 

My Thoughts and Adlions o'er Life's devious Tide ! 

If Pride, of Pailion check my doubtful Sail, 

Let thy Jnftrudlions lend a friendly Gale, . 

To waft me to the peaceful, happy Shore, 

Where thou, immortal Bard ! art gone before : 

Then thofe who grant me not a Poet's Name, 

Shall own I left behind a better Fame. 

PENELOPE toULTSS ES. 

Paraphrased from Ovid. 

T^H ESE Lines I fend, impatient of your Stay, 
''^ To you, my Lord, who kill me with Dtlay ; 
Yet crave not any Anfwer back, befide 
Youffelf, the beft of Anfwers to your Bride. 
Sure Troy^ fo hateful to the Grecian Dames, 
Jsruin'dnow, with dire, confuming Flames; 



Tho* 
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Tho' fcarcely Troy^ nor all his King couU boaft. 

Was worth the Trouble which her Ruin coft. 

O! had lewd Paris funk beneath the T^de, 

When, o'er the Seas, he fought the Sfartaa Biide § 

I had not then accus'd the ling'rlng Day, 

Nor weav'd, to charm the tedious Night away } 

Nor in the Bed, deHgrted and forlorn, 

Lain weeping, cold and comfortlefs, till Morn. 

Whene'er of Dangers in your Camp I heard,- 
Thofe Dangers threaten'd jfoUy I always fcar'd: 
For Love, JiJce mine, no cold IndilPrence bearsi 
It feeds on tlm'rous Thoughts, and anxious Cares» 
I fancy'd, furious Trojans round thee came » 
And trembling, ever dreaded H^cto&'s Name : 
If any faid, Antilochus was flain, 
Antilochus was he who caus'd my Pain: 
Or, If in borrow'd Arms Patroclus bled, 
I wept, becaufe his Craft no better fped : 
When Khodlan Blood had bath'd the Lychn Spear, 
The Rbodian * Youth again renew'd my Care: 
In fine, whatever Grecian Chief was kill'd. 
My fearful Heart, like frigid Ice, as chill'd^ 
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JLefl flatt'iii^ Fame my dottbcfui Ears (hould cheae^ 
Andy for my Lord'5,«prodaim another's Fates 
But H^av'n, propitious to mj chafte Defire, 
Prelerv'd you fafe, and ?r«y coflfum'd with Fire. 

S u T now the odier Grecian Chiefs return. 
And on their faioking Alurs Offerings burn; 
Their ufelefs Arms Hiey confecrate to Peace, 
Ani TrojM Spoils the Grecian Temples grace « 
Each youthful Bride fome pleafing Gift affords, 
To welcome home their fafe-returned Lords 4 
Their fafe-returned Lords, in Songs of Joj^ 
Refound the vanquilh'd Fates of ruinM Trsy : 
The wond'ring Sages croud around to hear; 
The trembling Girls admire the Tales of War : 
The Wives fiand lifi'ning, while their Husbands tell. 
How Greece had conquer'd, and how liion fell : 
One finins a Table with the purple Draught, 
And (hews the furious Battles, which you fought j 
Paints with the Wine, which from the Glafs he pours. 
Camps, Rivers, HiQs, and all the Trojan Tow'rs: 
An(^, This, fays he, is the Sigean Plain ; 
And here the filver Simoii rolls his Train > 

There 
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There ftood old Priam's fiately Palace ; here . 

Achilles pitch'd his Tent, Ulyssss there: 

Here mangled Hector, dreadful in his Fall, 

Affrights the Steeds, that drag him round the Wall. 

Your Son, who fentby me to Nestor's Court, 

To feek his Father, brought me this Report 

From Nestor's Mouth, and how the Tbracian Lord, 

In Sleep, became a Vidim to your Sword 5 

How DoLON fell into your crafty Snare ■■ 1 " ii* 

But, O ! Ulysses, you too boldly darey 

Too fearlefsy thro' the Camp of Foes you rove. 

Mindful of Wiles, iorg^dui of your Lovei 

Slaying fo many in a gloomy Night, 

One Friend alone, to aid you in the Fight, 

It was not thus you rafhly us'd to go 

Among the Midnight Terrors of the Foe > 

Fondly of me you formerly have thought, 

With Prudence aded, and with Caution fought. 

Heav'n knows, with Fear my trembling Bofom beat, 

To hear my Son your daring Deeds relate; 
Till told how you vidorioufly return'd. 

Safe, to your Camp, with Thracian Spoils adorn'd. 
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Bui* what avails it me, your Arms have thrown 
7r0/s fiatel7 Walls, and loitj Turrets down ? 
As when they fioodj if I am robb'd of thee, 
Troy& fairn to others^ fianding Ml to me ; 
To others^ who, with taptive Oxen, toil 
To turn the Glebe, and till the Trojam Soil | 
And while, with crooked Ploughs, they difcompole 
Th'ill-bury'd Aflies of their flaughter'd Foes i 
While Phrygian Fields, grown fat with native Bloody 
Bear fruitful Crops, where fbtely IHom floods 
While verdant Harvefts hide their ruii\*d WalJ, 
I mourn my abfent Lord, who wrought its Fall j 
Nor can I know the Land, where yuu refide, 
Nor who, nor what detains you from your Bride* j 

Whatever Sailors on our Coaft appear, 
(Hopeful to find fonie Tidings of my Dear) ^ 

1 fly to them, and ask *em o'er and o'er. 
If e'er they faw you on fome foreign Shore. ,/ 

Then to their ^ands a Letter I impart, 
To give it you, the Partner of my Heart j 
ir Chalice, or Deftiny fhould ever prove 
So kind to lead them to my abfent Love. 
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W-i fought for you at mtient Nestor's Courts 
But fought in vain, we heard no true Report r 
We fent to ask the Spartans too,' but they 
Knew not the Climate, where you, lingering, ftay. 
Of had Apollo fav'd his faered Town— — 
Ye Gods ! why did I ever wifh it down ? 
\ithat were ftanding, and Ulysses there, 
I nothing, but the Chance of War, ihould fear: 
I Ihould not then be fingly curs'd to cry ; 
Others would fear the' War, no h(s than I. 
But now a thoufand Whim/Tcs fe^d my Care, 
Nor know I what to hope, or what to fear ^ 
Yet fearing all, that Fancy can fuggeft, 
Unnumber'd Troubles rack my anxious Breaftt 
Upon the Land whatever Dangers reign, 
I fear thofe Dangers make you there remain ^ 
Upon the Seas whatever Storms increafe, 
I fear thofe Storms detain you on the Seas* 
While thus my foolifh 1 houghts uncertain rovc^ 
Perhaps you revel with a foreign Love j 
Perhaps you ridicule your Bride at home. 
Tell how fhe ipins, or drudges in theleoomf 



Sufpicious 



1 
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Sufpicious Thoughts I that rex my jealous Mind, 
Be gone^ and vaniih into empty Wind ! 
If cruel Fate did not obilru^ the Way, 
My Lord would never make (o long DeiayJ 
Your long Delay my Father often blames. 
And often chides me for my conllant Flames 9 
My conftant Flames &all ever true remain j 
Let Fathers chide, and Suiters court in vain* 
Ac length my Sire, who £nds he can't remove 
My Faith from you, or ihake my fettled Love, 
Remits his Anger, foften'd with my Pray'rs j 
Vet ftill a Croud of Suiters ceize my Ears ,• 
From various Realms they come to fcek ycur Crown, 
And feaft, and reign fecurely in your Throne: 
'T would tire me ev*n to count their Number o'er, 
Medon, Pisamdes, and a hundred more! 
All bent on Love, and Robbers of the State, 
And All, by your pernicious Abfence, great? 
To crown your Shame, the Beggar Irus preys 
Upon your Sheep, and all the fatteft flays : 
And ev'n your Shepherd, faithlefs to his Lord, 
Slaughters your Lambs, to grace the Siaiters Board: 
Nor have we Strength, their Rapine to oppofc j 

For how can Three refift fo many Foes? 

I 2 Youf 
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Your feeble Wife, your Father worn with Age, 
Your tender Son, too weak to check their Rage| 
For whom they lately crafty Ambufh laid. 
And menac'd Death on his devoted Headi 
When, mocking all their Stratagems, he croft 
The Seas, to feek you on the Pylian Coaft. 
O! may the Gods cxtentf his vital Date, 
And guard his Life, tHi our's fubmit to Fate : 
So may he dofe our Eyes with decent Care ; 
Such is yoor Sfervant*s, fuch his Nurfe's PrayV. 

Since then your aged Father, feeble grown, 
Amidft your Foes, cannot defend your Crown ; 
Your Wife, too weak to chafe the Foes away. 
Your Son, too young to bear the Regal Sway ; 
Hafte, hafte, Ulysses, to your Royal Seat j 
For you alone can cure our troubled State : 
Think of your Son, who wants you to infpire 
His Soul with all the Virtues of his Sire r 
Think, on the Brink of Fate your Father lies: 
Return, my Lord, return, and clofe his Eyes: 
Think of your faithful Wife, whofe youthful Face, 
At your Departure, blulh'd with blooming Grace; 



But 
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But now I bluih with bloomy Grace no more; 
Tears,^ for your Abfence, cloud my Beaut7 o'er* 
O! may you foon return, before I prove 
An ancient Dame, unworthy oi joat Zove, 



m&mss 








An EPIGRAM. 



Words are ha Wind. Talc of a TuB^ 



TP Words are Wind, asfome allow i 
■*• No Promifes can bind \ 
Since breaking of the ftrideft Vow„ 
Is only breaking Wind* 



13 
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uf ? OEM on Her MAJESTY** 

Birth-bay. 

' £^ YoMi the Monarches filifs, theMuft's Friend! 
^^^ Accept the Tribute Duty bids me fend : 
'Tis what the Bard ihould long before have paid | 
But fearful to afpife, has long delay'd. 
Phoebus alone can Phoebus' Chariot Guide j 
The Youth who dar'd to drive it; daring, dy'd. 
"' jMy humble Mufe can humble Subjedls treaty 
But trembles to attempt a Theme fo great : 
Yet, warm with Gratitude, would fain difplay 
Her Zeal to You, on this auspicious Day. 

To You? whofe gracious Goodnefe plumes her Wings, 
By whom flie lives, by whom infpir'd, flie fings : 
Long may ihe celebrate your facred Birtk ,• 
Long may you ftay from Heav'n, to blefs the Earth j 
To chear the Royal Sov'reign of our Isle ,• 
Increafe his Joys, or fofccn all his Toil i 

Who 
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"WHo now, while Death in purple Triumph reigns, 
A.ncl fanguine Floods pollute the diftant Plains y 
"Watchful o'er Brit^ii^s Fate, employs bis Ctrfi^ 
Or wiiely toaverti or bravely meet the War. 

O glorious QuEiN f by Nature ibmi'd to bring 
The fweetcft Comfort to the jufteft Krso ! 
Let proud Oppreflbrs, who abufe their Pow'r, 
Hear groaning SubjedU curie their natal Hour 2 
You, on that happy Hour may julUy feaft 
Your Soul widi Thoughti of n^fciog Thouiapd^ bleiti^ 
Whofe godlike BouAti^s, to tJie Wretched, ibov» 
You're only pow'rful to relieve their Woe. 

What tho' the Mufe old Annals (hould explore, 
Mark all our Queens, and trace their Virtues o'er? 
Where could you find fo much exalted Senfe, 
Nobly employ'd, like your's, in Truth's Defence? 
You ftrive to make the Seeds of Virtue grow. 
To fpread the Light, which Heav'n reveal'd below* 
Yet, free from fuperftitious Zeal, incline 
To make the Rays of Moral Goodnefs fhine; 
Supporting thofe, who, firm to Truth, defend 
That firft-fix'd. Law, on which all Laws depend. 
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BsHEATH your Influence, Art and Science rear 
Their facred Heads, and flouriih by your Care : 
This Truth let Ox/oriP& pompous Dome proclaim^ 
Which boafts the Honour of a * Royal Name. 
Lately your Bard furvey'd the graceful Scene^ 
Rifing with Bounties of a generous Queen! 
O! had the Mufe there fledg'd her infant Wing^ 
And early tafted of that learned Spring | 
She then bad foarM in more heroic Lays, 
Ia more majeftic Numbers fung your Praife i 
Sut fearful noWy muft quit the glorious Them^ 
Muft leave the Archite^ to fpeak your Fame : 
His Art {hall there another jfthens (hew. 
And there another Guardian Pallas You. 

t %reii*« College, 



FELIX 
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FELIX and CONSTANCE. 



A PoEM> taken £rom 6 o c c a c s* 



To tie Right Hoimrahle tie Countefi if PomfreH 



in L O W N on the rolling Surface of the Deep^ 
^^^ The mourning Maid at length reclines to Sleepi 
While con/clous Vifions labour in her fireaft. 
And airy Speflres difcompofe her Reft. 
Sometimes (he feems upon her native Shore, . 
BlefsM with the beauteous Youth, as heretofore i 
Hears him- converfe, while from his tuneful Tonguo- 
Melodious Senfe, in melting MulJc, rungi 
Sometimes ihe finds, or feems at leaft tofindj 
His fliatter'd Wefftl forc'd before the Wind, 
With foaming Waves, and furious Tempefts toftj. 
The Maft, and broken Sails, and Sailors loftt 
Sometimes her Dream, in frightful Forms, difpla/di 
•^Croud of Martyrs, cruel Love had made i . 
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Lamenting Thysbe's Shade before her ftands. 
Shews h^capftcidusWound^ and purple Hahds) 
Now lyric Saffho in the Tide expires, 
Now faithful PoRciA eats the living Fires. 
At lengthy awaking from her Dream, Hie hears 
A Latsan Voice, which thus falutes her Ears: 

Unhappy Chrifiian Md\d\ (for fuch, at leaft. 
You, by your decent Habit, feem expreft) 
Say 'whence you came, ahci hither fibw'corivey*d, 
Expos'd to Sea, without the Seaman'is Aid } 

Soon as the Nymph her native Language hears. 
Her frighted Soul was fillM with Doubt's and Fears: 
She thought, thea(ivefre\Vind, or refluent Main, 
Had forc'd her back to lifaris ag^ih ; 
Till, ilarting tip, a fpacious Land (he fpies j 
Barbarian Caves and Cots her Sight furprize: 
She (tts a Matron on the neiglib'ring Strand , 
" Nor knows the Matron, nor the neighboring Land* 
O ! whither, whither am 1 blown ? flie cries \ 
What Dens and Caves appear before my-Eyes? 
And who inhabit *em ? or Beafts of Prey, 
Or Men, Jefs kind, and crueller than they ? 



To 



» 

T o whom the Matron : Fly, nor dare to tkvft 
The faichlefs People of this hated Coaft: 
Here Sailors oft tbelr baptds Fatt depknei 
Who fcapt the Seas, are wreck'd upon the Shote t 
For, when t&e forceful Wind, and fbatnii^ ^^9% 
To this inhutnan Cotft impel the Ship; 
Around the Beach the rude BarbMians fray, 
Deftroy fehe<MarinerSy and feia» their Prey ; 
By others Desfth, they keep themfelves alive, 
Subfifl by Rapine, and by Ruin f hrire. 

Unhappy Fate ? the mourning Nymph flepy^jj 

O r had I perifhM in the fafer Tide ! 

For much 1 fear, the Land I now furvey, 

I^ooms me to greater Evils, than the Sea : 

And yet what greater Ills can Fa^e provide, 

Than thus'tofeefc for Death, and bedeny^d?' 

Not fo my Felix" Tcap'd the raging Waves f. 

Him 5«J«»TVNfi ftmk, and me unkindly fav^>> 

Saves, only fo increafe my fowner Woes j 

To fall, perhaps, by more ungen'rous Foes^- 

Gr to indolge fome luftfol Tyrant's Will t 

Butj O ye Heav'nsf avert- the fatal III j • 

Proee£^ 
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Prote£^ mj Honout in this foreign Coafi^ 
The only Blefling which I have not loft ! 

' T B s lift'ning Matfon wondjers with Surprize > 
NorheoiSy unmov'd^ the weeping Damfers Cries s 
But leads hex to her neighboring Cottage, where. 
She chears her fainting Soul with homely Farei 
Condoles heK Grief, and bq;s her to.difdofe 
Her Country, Car&s, and Caufe of all her Wocs^ 
Excited by her Words, the peniive Maid 
Preludes with Sighs, and thus^ reludant, faldx 

Q hofpitable Dame f why would you moV'e 
A Wretch to tell a Tale of haplefs Love? 
Which, in relating, muft renew my Grief i 
Nor can I hope, nor you beftow Relief i. 
Yet, fince you feem a Partner of my Care, 
'Tis juft a, Partner kqow the Weight I bear* 

Not iar from ^tna^s flaming Mount I.came^ 
From Lifaris^ and Constance is my Name: 
Great Honours and Eftates my Sire pofleG'd, 
And, O! tpp mu(;b to make his Daughter blels'iL 



1 
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i once with Fame and Fortune was fupply'd. 
Nor envy'd Emprefles their Pomp and Pride > 
Now, like a Meteor, fallen from its Height, 
My Glory's vaniih'd, and extin(fl my Light——* 
Full twenty Year^ in Happinefs I pafs'd. 
And ev'ry ITeac was happier than the Iaft« 
Young FfiLix then his Love began to fhow f 
(Young Felkx was the Caufeof all my Woe) 
A beauteous Youth, endowed with manly Grace; 
But far his noble Soul excelPd bis Face t 
And, tho' his niggard Fate had Wealth denyM, 
The Wane of Wealth by Virtue was fopply'd^ 
Two Years to win my doubtful Heart he ftrore, 
Two Years my doubtful Heart declined his Lovet 

Yet ftlU. he prefsld me with his am'rous, Tale» 

Nor found at length, 'twas fruitlefs to aflails. 

For, by Degrees, infenfibly I came 

To firft improve, and then indulge, his Flame $ 

Nor could hisSuit^ nor would his Vows reprove i 

I heard with Joy, nor thought it Sin to love i 

Till in my £reaft imperious Cupid reign'd t 

Alas I. how eafy l/ive a Conqueft gain'd! 

And now my. Rcafon check'd my Will no. more y 

Buft fed th^ Flamej^ it ftrove to quench before : 



Yet 
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Yet durft not an immodeft Thought spprove j 
Love rul'd my Hearty but Honour ruPd my Lew t 
I fcorn'd to ftain my Virtue with a King j 
As much my Lover fcorn'd fo mean ^ Thitig. 
What couJd we do ? What cannot Love infpire ? 
The Youth reveals his Paffion to my Si>c; 
And in fuch melting Accents ma<k it known^ 
As might tteVe mov'd all Fathen, but my ownt 
But proudly he my Lover's Suit repeli'd,- 
And, frowning) thus our mutsal Ruin feaPd : 

No more, prefumptious Youth f ihjfaitSon names. 
Supprefs the Sparks^ fxfore they rtk to Flame. 
How dar'ft thou, vtilgat Wretch, ignobly bom. 
My Daughter's S^atndal) aAd her Father^s ScornT 
Afpire to wed f6 fat above thy Fate > 
He fternly faid, and forced him from his Gate. 

O ^varkel what Evils <doft thou caufe, 
Breaking the Binds of Love, aiAl N^re^s h^mf 
Go, hungry God ! and rule the Narrow* fouIM ; 
ColJeft, and guard their cuHV, tewitching Gold^ 
Fit Province for thy Resgti T too mean to prove 
The Charms of Ntaptial Life, and Joys of Love f 



Ahr 
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Ah ! what avails to "gain a porti poire Name, 
With boaftcd Titfes of parernalFafne, . 
Deriv'd frdm Anceftors of noble Blood ? 
Things common to the Vicious and the Proud ? 
Refulgent Equipage,-, and gaiidy Shows, 
Fidliciou* Ornaments oi real Wops ? 
If Love be abfent, PCftnp attd Worldly Ga?n 
But gild our Car6s, knd Valrnifh o*er our Paili. 

O! had my Cruel Father thought like me, 

I ne'er !i kd p*ov'd th^ tXahg^ts of Ae Sea, 

Nor ever wah'der'd here a banifliM Maid i 

And, O delar Pelix f thou hadft not bfeen dead! 

So fpeaks the ttemblifig'Nytiijihj ihd white ifcefpeaks^ 
The pearly Tbrt^nts ftreirti ado^C-n htY Cheeks ; 
Cold clammy Sweats, and throbbing Sighs arife, 
Slow tnoves tlie Blood, and dtizy roll her feyes ; 
So much afFedled with htr Lover's Fafe, 
She ftrufegled, groan'd, and faihted from herfeeae. 
Her H6ftefs ftraight a grateful Cordial fought, 
And to her Lips applies the chearful Draught, 
Waihing her Temples with reviving Oil j 
The vital Spirits anfwer to her iTotl | 
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The purple Tide begins to roll again^ 
Ag^'in diffufes Life thro* ev'ry Vein: 
And now (he fighing, rai&'d her drooping Head j, 
And, Is my Death, Hie cries, again delay'd ? 
Why did you checkme on the Brink of Fate ? 
Better the Suul had fled her Icachfome Seat*. 
Death is the only Good I wi(h to know. 
End of my Pain, and Period of my Woe*. 

To whom replies the Dame: Unhappy FairT 
Rely on Heav'n, nor let your Soul defpair: 
Teach me to give your troubled Heart Relief f, 
Or teach me how, at Jeaft, to fhare your Griefs 
Your mournful Story much afleds my Mind, 
Yet fomething feems remaining fiiU behind* 

O! mudi» CoMSTAVTiA fays, remains to a>mc^. 
The fatal Part that finifhes my Doom: 
For, when my Felix, (Felix now no more f) 
Was bani(hUfrom my haughty Father's. Door,^ 
Not able to obtain me for his Bride, 
Nor willing to refign me, thc/deny'd;, 
Hope, from Delpaijr, his daring 5oul conceivesiv 
A Barkhe builds^ to plough the briny Waves : 
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Then calPd a few Domeftics to his Aid, 
Embraced me in his ArmS| and fighing, faid ? 



O Thou, for ever dear, for ever Well; 
At once the Joy, and Trouble of mj Breafl f 
Since Poverfy tx^h me from thy Arms, 
Since Wealth alone is worthy of thy Charms ; 
I fwear by ail the mighty Powers above, 
(Sad Fate, that drives me from the Nymph I \Qnt\ 

To try my Fortune on remoter Shores, 

And feek the Gold, thy Sire £> much adores* 

Perhaps the Planets^ unpropitious here. 

In other Climes may kinder A![^^% wear; 

May lead me where the rocky Diamonds lie, 

Or where the golden Mines may Weakh fupply j 

If not, the laft fad Pleafore is to die. 

Such was the fatal Vow he raihly made \ 
A fatal Vow, and fatally obey'd ! 
Struck dumb^ my Tears the Want of Words fupply'd; 
His, mixt with mine, increa&'d the peaily Tide t 
Yet, left I (houid his Refolution (bake. 
He rufh'd away, and mounted on the Decks 

His 
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His hafty Crew expand the fwrelling Sails, 
Strong rolls the Sea before impulfive Gales } 
The crooked Keel the frothy Flood divides, 
Swift flies the Ship, and ruflies thro' the Tidex* 

M Y Lover long my gazing Eyes purfue j 
As long my Lover kept me in his View t 
Reludanc fo, departing Souls prepare, 
To wing their doubtful Flight, they know not wbtre^ 
Reludlant fo, expiring Bodies lie, 
Nor willing theft to fl^j, nor diofe to ij. 

Twice twtntjDsLjs I fptnt in fniitiefs Tears^ 
Before the fiital Tidings reached my Ears; 
How Felix, failing o'er the watry Way, 

Was wreckM on Rocks, and periih'd in the Sea. 
O! then what Trouble, Grief, and anxious Care^ 
Confused my Soul, and bent tc to Defpair ! 
I curs'd the Caufe, that forc'd km to expire i 

Heav'n! forgive me, if I cors'd my Sire : 

1 fled his Houfe, and fought the lonely Grove, 
(The gloomy Witnefs of my former Love.) 
Where, once refolv'd to feck the Shades below, 
I drew the Knife, to ftrike the mortal Blow y 

Till 
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Till Piety the Cruel Thought foppreft, ' 

And checked the Kotnan Courage of my Bfeaft: 

I trembling faw two doubtful Paths ,• nor knew. 

Which Path was beft to fliun, or which purfue i 

Oppofing Paflions in my Bofb/n ftrove, 

And Confcience no^ prcvail'd, and now my tovt* 

A s when the Wind and Tide a Conteft make. 
The Sailor, trembling, fees his Veifel fhake ,• 
This Way, and that, and both, by Turns redin'd^ 
As f^(clls tht Surgfe, Qt blowi the furious Wind: 
So was my SouJ ^\t\i diiF'rcnt Notions fway'd, 
Of this, of that, of both, and ail afraid. 
Ah \ why fhould Mortals of their Keafon boaft. 
Which moft deferts 'em, when they want it mod? 
Por, when the troubled Idind's confus'd with fain, 
Tls but an Ignis tatuus of the Brain \ 
Which, If ouV Wand'ring Souls fnom Virtue ftray, 
^ut leads us mbte and mbfe from tir'tuth Way: 
So led it me to fhm th6 diivious Tid^, 
And feek for Death, tJirhete S^^rekh^d Felix dy'd. 

Not dittaflt far, i fiihlng Veffel flood, 
Nor wholly On the Land, nor in the Flood : 

Arriv'd 
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Arriv'd to thts^ I row'd it from the Shore ; 
Andy bent on Death, the Tide I now explore ; 
Expediing, foon, the friendly-furious Wave 
Would give my Troubles and myfelf a Grave* 
But, when I dw the Billows found me flow, 
'The boundlefs Skies above, and Seas below ^ 
Scar'd with the Terrors of the watry Space, 
I wrapt my Mantle round my tim'rous Face i 
Then lay me down, to all the Dangers blind } 
Chaacf was my Comfa/s^ and my Pilots Wxnim 
Blown here and there, I floated on the Deep^ 
Which rock'd my Eyes, but not my Fears afleeps 
For now my dreaming Soul, in Fancy's Maze^ 
A thoufand tragic airy Ghofts furveys ; 
Which flutter'd round me, and reproaching, (aid i 
Die, Coward I follow Fflix to the Shade : 
Why wouldft thou wifh to live, row he is dead } 
But when, at length, your frieiidly Vqice I beard^ 
My VifioD ceas'd, the Spedres difappear'd* 
Thus have I told, but can't difpel my Care j 
For who can conquer Love^ or cure Deffasr ? 

Thus flie ,• and thus Ca pr esa fpake again r 
(So was /he call'd^ who wak'd her on the Main) 

Unhappy 
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Jnhappy Nymph 1 compofe your troubled Mind, 
Mot doubt the gracious Guide of human Kind ; 
That God, who fav'd you from the foamy Wave, 
Will doubtlefs guard the Life, he deign'd to fave* 
Vouchfafe to take the Counfel I can lend: 
At Sufa Heav'ii has bJefs'd me with a Friend, 
Much fam'd for Wealth, 'for pious Alliens more ; 
No Husband, and no Children, but the Poor : 
let me condudi you to her friendly Gate i 
(Too itnall jny Cottage for a Gueft fo great:) 
She will protedt you from Barbarian Foes, 
With prudent Counfel mitigate your Woes, 
And charm your rufHed Soul to fofc Repofe. 

BiEST Partner of my Grief ! the Damfel faid, 
Some Angel furely fent you to my Aid ; 
For now fome dawniag Rays of Hope appear, 
That chace away the Clouds of dark Defpair. 
This Paufe of Pain, and Interval of Grace, 
Shall be employed in Search of future Peace. 
Then guide and guard me to your noble Friend ; 
So may you never want this Aid you lend! 
^^A,, as we travel, deign to let me know, 
To whom fo many Thanks I juflly owe i 

'' What 
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What haplefs Fortune caft you on tl)is Land, 
What Occupation here employs your Hand. 
Swreet Converfation may fufpend my Care, 
Difpel my Grief, or make it Jefs feyere; 
Sofliall I ea^er reach the neighb'ring Towni 
And, lift'ning to your Fate, forg/st my own. 

Thus (he j and, thus the penfive Dame replies t 
(With briny Drops diftilling from her Eyes) 
Fain would I, lovely Nymph! fufpend your Care, 
Difpel your Grie^ or make it leCs fevere: 
But, where I all my Fortune to explain, 
'Twould not alleviate, but increafe your Paifl^ 
For in your Soul fuch Sparks of Nature glow. 
As make you ivare your Neighbour's Joy or Wc»* 
The Chrijiian Faith I fccretly embrace, 
Tho'doom'd to dwell among a P^^^a Race: 
Trefaaum wafted all ray Bloom of Life, 
Where long 1 liv'd, a Farmer's happy Wife: 
My careful, loving Husband tili'd the Soil, 
Nor was the Field ungrateful to his Toil: 
For, ev'ry Summer^ Cerss crown'd the Plain > 
Each Mtumn^ fill'd the Barn* with golden Grain: 



So 
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So thick the verdant Harvcft yearly flood, 

The Meadows fccm'd ta groan beneath their Load, 

Our fleecy Flocks were fruitful of their Young, 

Hail were our Oxen, and our Horfes ftrongi 

Kor did our Kine of milky Produce fail, 

But with diftended Udders fillM the Pail. 

'Twas then*, alas! how often have 1 cry* J, 

1 would not wifh to be a Monarch's Btlde ! 

When all around my little Infants came. 

Hung on my Knees, and lifp'd their Mama^% Name j 

Or met their Father with the Ev'ning Ray, 

Embraced his Neck, and ktfs'd his Cares away. 

Soon as their riper Age could Labour bear. 

We fent *em forth to feed the fleecy Care 5 

Where often have we fpent the Summet^s Day, 

Charm'd to behold the wanton Cattle's Play. 

What Pleafure 'twas to fee the skipping Lambs > 

What Mufic, when they bleated for their Dams? 

We thought our Joys could never be increas'd i 

Love, Peace, and Plenty join'd to make usblefs'd. 

&it fee how Fortune holds her fickle Reign ! 

She raifes up, to tumble down again : 

Pot now our Thread of Happinefs was fpun ; 

* he Gains of twenty Years were loft in one. 

*Twas 
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'Twas in the Seafon, when the verdant Mead 
Begins to ask the Mower's crooked Blade j 
Before the Wheat receives a yellow Stain, 
Or milky Juice is hardened into Grain ; 
A Gale of Poifon baleful Eur us call:; 
The vernal Produdl iicken'd with the Blz^§ 

Our Meadows ilraight a fafFion Scene difclole, 
Our infant Apples quit the blighted Boughs; 
Peafe, Wheat, and Barley, withered in the Fields, 
And Nature one abortive Harveit yields : 
Nor ftopt ic herej the flying Plague began 
To fpread the Bane in Beafls, and thence to Man t 
Firft dy'd our Sheep upon the ruflet Plain, 
Next fweird our Oxen with a fatal Blain ; 
He>e tumbles, o'er her Meat, the moping Cow ; 
There drops the panting Horfe before the Plough : 
At length the dire Contagion fpread fo wide. 
My Virgin Children made the Tomb their Bride. 
This Nature bore— —But when our Landlord fent 
His Officers,' to fcize my Lord for Rent; 
And he, to ihun the Prifon, flies the Shore, 
Lifts on the Sea, to tug the laboring Oar? 
I wept, I rav'd, I curs'd the baleful Air; 
And fled my native Land, but not my Care. 

Thus, 
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Thus, banifh'd here, a Widow, and a Wife, 
Condemned to fufFer, not 6njoy a Life, 
I toil for thole, who catch the finny Prey ; 
The Toils are great, but very fh^II the Pay? 
Their fcaJy Fry to Market oft I bear. 
Oft in the Ocean waih their thready Snare ; 
And then was waihing, when, with great Surprize, 
You, and your floating Veflel, met my Ejres. 

Now Heav'n defend us both ! the Nymph reply'd ; 
And can fuch Rage in Chriflian Minds reiide ? 
What, could the curft, inhuman Tyrant wrefl 
Thy tender Husband from thy loving Breaft, 
When all thy Wealth was loft, thy Children dead? 

Virtue \ Virtue\ whither art thou fled? 

Whymuft fuch Evils on the Guiltlefs flow? 

Ye Heav'ns ! is Innocence rewarded fo ? 

S fpake ihe Nymph ^ her ¥x\Qt\d no more replies i 

^or now PriscillA's Doriie attra(fts their Eyess 

Approaching to her friendly Gate, they found 

The gen'rous Lady dealing Aims around 

To needy Souls, a haplefs, helplefs Crowd, 

Who daily blefs'd her Hand for daily Food ? 

jj. When 
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When thus Caprssas Hail, for ever blefs'd ? 
'Tis Godlike thus to fuccour the Diftrefs'd: 
Yet none of thefe, who claim your Chriftian Aid, 
Deferves it more thait this unhappy Maid ; 
Who once was blefs'd with Fame and Riches too, 
Tho' fickle Fortune now is turn'dher Foe; 
Unlike the mendicants, wKo dally (hare 
;- , Your friendly Bounty, and maternal Care. 

To whom the Lady, with a gracious Look, 
That feem'd to breath Companion, while (he fpoke: 
Sure Decency forbids, a Gueft Co great 
Should,' undiftinguifh'd, witl;, the Vulgar eat. 
^ No i deck my Table with the choiceft Fare ; 
The Nymph, with me, a kind Repaft (hall (hare $ 
For, by her Looks, if Truth may be divin'd. 
That lovely Body cloaths a lovely Mind. 

S H s faid, and Constance low Obeifancemadei 
Then gladly followed, where Prtscilla led. 
Within the Gate a fpacious Room (he found, 
Whofe Walls were beautify'd with Tap'ftry round j 
Where pious Tales appear'd, fo lively wrought, 
The Work feem'd vital, and the Figures Thought: 

Here, 
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Here, in the Shade, the Je-wijb Patriarch ItoocJ, 
Feafting the Sons of Heav*n with earthly Foodj 
While, thece, the good Samaritan confeft 
His Kindnefs, and reproachM the cruel Pr/Vy7j 
With many more, a charitable Band, 
Theskilful Labour of Priscilla's Hand. 

Hither the Dame convey'd a fweetRepaft? 
Rich Meats, and rofy Wines the Tables grac'd : 
They eat, they drank, in pleafing Converfe joia'd | 
And chear'd at once the Body and the Mind. 
The Call of Nature being foon fuppreft, 
Thus fpake the Lady to her youthful Gueftt 

Say, lovely Stranger f (for I long^to know ; * 
So may propitious Heav'n remove thy Woe ?) 
Whence thus reduc'd ? By Famine, Sword, or Fire? 

What Sire thy Beauty boafts, what Land thy Sire? 

Perhaps fome Piincers, banifh'd from her Home, 

Thus condeicends to grace my ruftic Dome: 

If fo, I greatly fear, my homely Feaft 

Has been unworthy of my Royal Gueft. 
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She faid, the Nymph unfolds her Tale again ; 
The prudent Dame attempts to footh her Pain, 
And thus repl/d: Tho' weighty are your Woes, 
The weightieft III, with Patience, lighter grows: 
Then bear with Patience all that Heav^ defign^d, 
Whofe Ways are juft, tho* difficult ^ find, 
PlannM for the gen'ral Good of human Kind. 
God^ Paths in winding Mazes often lie, 
Too intricate for feeble Reafon's Eye; 
Moft regular, when in Confufion loUt $ 
Mod conftant, when they feem to vary moft. 
Perhaps his Mercy forc'd you thus to roam, 
To (hun a more unhappy Fate at home i 
For with one Evil he removes a worfa> 
And bleiTes oft with what we think a Curfe. 
Then let your Soul at Fortune not repine j 
Buttruftin HeavVs Protedion, next, in mine; 
In me you ftill {hall find a faithful Friend, 
With whom, in Time, your Troubles all may ends 
But, fince you now are harrafs'd out with Woes, 
Rcfreih your weary Soul with fweet Repofe^ 
And when you wake, at Morning, may you find 
Heav'n's balmy Comfort heal your wounded Mind ! 

Thus 
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Thus che^r'd, tbe Nymph obfequioufly withdre*^, 
And bath'd her Cares in Sleep's refreshing Dew f 
Till Phoebus, rifing itom the S\AAt% of Night, 
With rofy K^yi unJock'd the Gates of Light : 
£right as hxs Beams, arofe the beauteous Maid j 
And, to her Patronefs returning, faidt 

What Thanks, propitious Lady f Ihall I givt ^ 
For all the Godlike Bounties I receive? 
O ! let iny Silence thank you i for I know, 
Words can't cxpreft the Gratitude I owe. 

To whom replies the venerable Dame : 
No other Thanks, but Gratitude I claim : 
The Terms of Charity are never hard^ . 
Love and Compaflion are their own Rewards 
A Soul, that fuccours Virtue, when difireft, 
Can with Refledion make a noble Feaft i 
Which nouriflics the Mind, and overpays 
A gen'rous Deed with felf-approving Praife. 

Such was their Converfe, till domeftic Care 

Invites Priscilla from the youthful Fair j 

K X Who 
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Who fat in penfive Solitude, and ftrove 

To foften, or fufpend the Pains of Love* 

At length the Linen on her Knee flie fpread, 

And with her Needle mark'd the docile Thread. 

Young Thysbe's Fate ihe firft began to frame j 

But foon commits her Labour to the Flame j 

Next drew (he Hero finking in the Main j 

Then raz'd the finifh'd Image out again 5 

Both thefe dlfpleas'd her, tho' judicious Arc, 

And Rays of Nature flione in ev'ry Part. 

At length her own unhappy Tale ihe chofe, 

And lively paints the Scene of all her Woes t 

Her charming Felix firft the Linen grac'd ,• 

By whom her Father, frowning ftem, flic placed : 

Her Lover's Parting next to thefe appears 1 

(But, weeping here, (he foil'd her Work with Tears) 

Next, on the Seas, fee drew his floating Ship j 

Next, her own Boat, flow- wandering on the Deep: 

By thefe ihe fix'd Ca^kesa on the Strand, 

Who wak'd her firit, and welcomed her to Land t 

'fhe good Priscilla laft employed her Art, 

Whofe Afpeft fpoke the Bounty of her Heart i 
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Her friendly Roof, a Refuge for the Poor, 
The Horn of Plenty, pendent o'er the Door, 
DIflPufing Blellings llill, an! ftill increafing more# 
All thefe confeft fuch Beauty, Skill, and Care, 
Not Helen better wove the Trojan War, 
"While Hectoji, Paris, and their Martial Train, 
With Grecian Heroes battled on the Plain. 

Hb R. £ let U5 leave the lovely Nymph a-while,. 
To pafs her tedious Hours in pleafing Toil: 
Her abfent Lover now^ my Song purfues, 
^hofe valiant Deeds require a nobler Mufe, 

Snt ITT- TIN ion's Famb, which often babling flies. 
To bear unwelcome Truths, and oftner Lies, 
Had fpread the du^ile Error far and wide. 
How wand'ring Felix perilh'd in the Tide. 
But FsLix fafely reach'd the fhunic Port, 
And foon arriv'd to Honours in the Court : 
His Wifdom there the wifefl Peers ezcell'd i 
His Valour more furpafs'd '^m in the Field. 
When firft he to the Royal Palace came, 
An Accident occur'd to ralfe his Fame^ 

K4. 
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A noble Lord there was^ of great Renown, 

Rebeird agalnft the King, and claim'd hts Crown; 

Great Preparations made he for the Fight y 

Nor lefs the Monarch, to defend his Right ; 

But fummon'd all, to mtet the daring Foe, 

Whofe Strength could weild a Sword^ or bend a Bow> 

And promis'd to reward their Martial Care, 

With Honours equal to their Deeds in War. 

Nov rings the Region with the Foe's Alarm^ 
Terrific fhines the Field with bumiih'd Arms j 
The Martial Trumpet, /bunding from afar. 
With dreadful Notes, proclaims approaching War* 
The Royal Army valiant Felix join'd f 
Intrepid Courage animates his Mind t 
Fix'd in the From, the Foe he bravely dares. 
Like Pallas prudent, and as bold as Mas.s. 
Say, Mufe, what Goddefs, that tremendous Houx^ 
Aided the Youth with fuch unufual Pow'r? 
Blight Venus, confcious of the Lover's Smart^ 
Sharpened his Sword, and pointed ev'ry Dart: 
Fierce, as a Lion, thro' the Lines he fprung, 
And forc'd his Foes, like trembling Stags along. 
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A $ when refiftlefs Winds rufh o'er the Deep, 

« 

And from its Anchor force the driving Ship, 
Or furioufly againft the Woodland roar ; 
The leafy Harveft, tumbling^ flies before : 
So ruih'd the Hero on the adverfe Band, 
So fled the Legions from his pow'rful Hand j 
Till foon the rebel Lord he Pxis'ner made^ . 
And to the King his captive Prize convey 'd. • 

Now reaps the Youth the Glory of his Toil j . 
To him the Monarch gives the Martial Spoil, 
Rewards his Valour with a noble Poft, 
And makes him £fft Commander of his Hbft« 
Thus, quickly Felix gain'd a deachlefs Name ; 
Thus, was his Labour crown'd with Wealth and Fame^ 
Bat Wealth and Fame iniipid Things appear » 
To give them Tafte, he wants the lovely Fair ; 
The lovely Fair, oppreft with equal Grief, 
To make her happy, wants the glorious Chief. 

H I s Fame^ which foon at Sufa was reveal'd, , 
(Heroic Adlions feldom lie conceal'd) 
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With pleafing Wonder ftruck Constantia's Ears, 
And iilVd her doubtful Soul with Hopeis and Fears $ 
For, tho' the wife Priscilla often ftrove 
With prudent Counfel to fupprefs her Love j 
Her Love was only leflen'd^ not fuppreft, 
But glows again, again diftrads her £reaft« 

A s when, in rural Cots, the Flames afpire, 
And iab'ring Peafants quench the mounting Fire 
If Chance a latent Spark remain behind, 
In heapy Afhes, fann'd with ambient Wind ; 
The Fires again, with former Fury, rife. 
Flame thro' the Roof, and flafh into the Skies: 
So in her Bofom glows the am'rous Fire, 
And fills her tender Soul with foft Defire. 
Apd is my Felix yet alive? (he faysi 
And is he crown'd with Wealth, and deathlefs Praife? 
No, no J I fear the flatt'ring Tale deceives j 
Methinks I fee him plunging in the Waves. 
Ah! why, ye Heav'ns, ane feebk Mortals curft, - 
In Things uncertain, to believe the Worft? 
Tsfo^ ratjier let me fee the Tbatirc Court,- 
There, with my Eyes, confirm the blcft Report f 



Hoff 



Oh fiver ai Ot capons. Z03 

Hofe flies before, and points the pleafing Way ; 
Love urges on, and Lov9 1 muft obey* 



So faying, to PaisciLLAfiraight became. 
And with her Thoughts acquaints the pious Dame | 
The pious Dame, with tender Pity fway'd, 
Approves the Failion of the loving Maid ^ 
And, v/ith Cap&esa, guards her to the Place, 
Rcfolv'd herfelf to view the Hero's Face, 
The Hero meets 'em at the Regal Gate, 
Array'd in Armour formidably great ; 
For on that Morning, by the King's Command,: 
The Chief was to review iht Martial Band : 
His ftudded Chariot darted Splendor round. 
His (lately Couriers, neighing, paw'd the Ground i > 
The nodding Plumes around his Temples wave. 
With awful Grace, and beautifully brave. 
He knew th'approaching Nymph; but, in Surprise, . 
The joyous Stream defcended from his Eyes i 
The Nymph beheld the weeping Chiefs nor knew, , 
For what he wept, nor whom (he came to viewi 
His Martial Drefs, befpanglcd o'er with Gold, .. 
The dreadful Warrior^ not the Lovcr^ tuld i 
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But, when he cafi the Helmet from his Head, 
And thro' the Gates the blufhing Damfel led ; 
She knew her Lover, dafp'd him to her Breaft, 
While iilent Eloquence her Joy confefl: 
The confcious Pains an abfent Lover bears, 
D^ffah^ fallacious Hoff^ and anxious Fears^ 

For Want of Words, were painted with their Tears. 
And when, at length, their cryftal Sluices ceas'd. 
The joyful Hero thus the Nymph addrefs'dt 

Ye Gods! and have I then my Charmer found? 
And are my Labours thus completely ciown'd !' 
Yes ! let me ciafp thee to my longing Arms, 
Drink in my Breath, and feed upon thy Charms* 
As widow'd Turtles, roving round the Fields, 
Thro* all the fruitful Stores, which Nature yields, 
Curft in the midft of Plenty, cannot eat 5 
But fUrve, lamenting for their abfent Mate: 
Thus have I been with Fame and Riches grac'd; 
Yet wanted thee to give my Riches Tafte* 
But fay, how came this Wealth I wanted moft? 
What brought my Love to this Barbarian Coaft^ 
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H JK faid y and now the joyful Damfcl fpake; 
The Dangers which (he fufFer'd for his fake ,• 
She^s him the Dame, who found her on the Tide ^ 
Friscilla too, who aJl her Wants fupply'd: 
Then, prollratey on her Knees before him bends. 
And begs him to reward her faithful Friends* 
The grateful Chief, by native Goodncfs fway'd, 
Embraced 'enn both, and foon the Nymph obey'd ^ 
But firft before his royal Mafter came, 
And begs he may refign his Poft of Fame r 
At which the Monarch frowns with awful Eyes i 
Till Felix ftraighr, ^ho faw his Paflion rife. 
Falls on the Ground, and to his Mafter {hows 
The various Scene of all his am'rous Woes. 
This heard, the King refumes his former Grace ; 
Love tun'd his Soul, and fmooch'd his ruffled Face : 
He rais'd the Hero^ bids the Nymph appear; 
The Nymph approach'd him with a modeft Fear ^ 
Before his aweful Throne, {MhtAik^ flie itW^ 
And to him ftraight unfolds th'amazipg Tale. 
Mute, on the Ground, a-while he fix'd his Eyes j 
Then, Is the Force of Love fo great? he cries : 
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We falfely Man the World's Commander call j 
Thottf mightier Monarch, Love \ commanded All t 
Young Ammon's Self could not thy Pow'r confine j- 
The World his Subjeft was, but He was thine. 

Then, fmiling, thus he chear'd the trembling Fairs 
Henceforward, lovely Nymph, difmifs thy Care i 
For, fince thy Lov« has conquered Wind and Sea, 
Curft be the King, that's crueller than they! 
Let Hymen ilraigbt confirm the Marriage Ties j 
Thou juftly haft deferv'd the Nuptial Prize. 

This faid, he crownM the Hero's Martial Care 
With Riches far fupcrior to the Fair : 
Due Thanks return'd^ they to Priscxlla came. 
Bellowing Gifts and Honours on the Dame: 
Capresa next, with Age and Labour worn, 
In comely Robes the grarefiil Pair adorn ^ 
With ample Wealth her former Blifs reftor'd, 
And from the Seas redeem 'd her Nuptial Lord ; 
Her Nuptial Lord again erjoys his Wife, 
Again delightful Freedom crowns hi^ Life ; 
Till Nature calls him to refign his Breath, 
In honourable Age^ and peaceful Death. 

This 
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This done, the loving Couple quit the Shore, 
And joyfully the deflin'd Port explore ; 
While fportiveNEEBiDS round their VefTei pla/. 
And wanton Cupids haxl them on ihcir Wayj 
Rough Thetis' Self aflumcs a pleafing Smile, 
Glad to return them to their native Soil ; 
Where facred Hymen join'd their mutual Hands, . 
And Heav'n, indulgent, blefs'd their Nuptial Bands. 
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Ad JOANNEM MILTONU.JVX. 

y^JE D E, Meles $ cedat defrejfa Mincius urna-^ 

^^ Sebetus Tassum definat ufque loqui : 

At Thamefis viBtor cunBis ferat altier undas $ 

Nam fer te^ MilTO, far trihus unus erJt, 

Epigramma JoANNis Salsillx Romanu 



Thus Imitated. 

LE T Mtncio now in humble Waves fubCde ; 
The Mantuan Swan no more fupports his Pride -j 
No more \ttMihs boaft of Homer's Lays j 
No more Stbetus murmur Tasso's Praife : 
Since Thames can glory in our Milton's Name, 
Thames (hall be equal to them all in Fame* 
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jin Imitation of the Tenth Ode of tht 
Second Book of Horace. 

ReOius vhesy Lie in ly neque altum 
Semper srgendoy &c. 

To the Right Hon. the Lord Viftount Palmx&stoN( 

TF we^ my Lord, with etfy Strife, 
^ Would pafs this fickle Tide of Lifei 
We iBuft nor always nfhiy faii \ 

With ev'ry iight, Incon/faim Galei 
Nor yet, at ev'ry Surge that roars, 
Too tim'rous, feek the craggy Shores. 

The Man who keeps the Golden Mean^ 

Where raging Storms are feJdom fecn, 

Avoids the dang'rous Rocks and Pools, 

That fright the Wife, and fwallow Fools t 

He's ne'er defpis'd among the Crowd, 
Nor envy*d in the Court $ 

But fleers between the Bafe and Proud^ 
To gain the peaceful Port* 

While 



210 POEMS 

While \o£ty Spires and Cedars fall, 

Storm beaten, to the Plain, 
The lo\^ly Shrub, and humble Wall, 

Are Proof to Wind and Rain ,' 
And Lightnings guiJtiefs o'er the Cottage fly j 
But fmite th'ambitious Hills, thaf, tow'ring, threat the Sky. 

The fteady Mind, that's truly great, 
Surveys, unmov'd, the Turns of Fate s 
If Wealth and Fame hie Pride increafei 

His Fears their Force conttoul | 
If adverfe Fortune would depref^ 

Hope elevates his Soul ,* 
£ecaufe he knows, the Pow'r who briiigi 
The IVitttfr with its dreary Wings, 
Can make the verntl Beauties grow, 
And turn our Woe to Blifs, or filifs to Woe* 
If now on anxious Cares you (et^^ 
A Feaft of Joy may foon fucceed, 

To chear your penfive Mind. 
With Times, our Tempers vary round | 
Nothing immutable is found, 

But all to Change inclined. 

Tho* 
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Tho' Pope with Illnefs oft complairs, 
PoF« is not always rack'd with Pains j 

But, warm'd with Phoebus Fire, 
Sometimes he wakes the fleeping String, 
Or bids the filent Mufes fing, 

And charms us with his Lyre« 

Our Life's, at bcft, a chequer'd Scene, 
Of Health and Sicknefs, Mirth and Spleen* 
Vet, fince we tU muft fltm this Set^ 

Where Calm and Tempeft dwell ^ 
Grieve not to fteer the deftin'd Way, 

But firive to pafs it well : 
If advcrfe Storms begin to rave, 
Serenely view the foaming Wave, 
CoIle<aed in yourfelf, and rcfohitely brave. 
Or, if you find indulgent Oale« 

Impel the Bark too faft. 
Wifely contradl the fwelling Sails, 

And check their rapid Haftei 
Left, in your fwift Career, the Ship 
Split on a Rock, and fink beneath the Deep. 
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j^n IMITATION 



0/ tie Si^cteentH O d B 



Of the Second Book of H o r a c e» 



OtsMfn DivQS rcgat m paienti 
Prenfns J^tOy dc^ 



i: 

TH E trembling Merchant begs for Eafe, 
When toft upon the foaming Seas; 
When frowning Clouds obfcure the Skies, 
And dreadful Thunder roars, and Lightning flies*. 

in 

For Safe the proud Iherians pray, 
' When Martial Engines round 'em piay^ 
The mighty Turky and Perfian too, 
Seg Heav'n for Eafe, which Riches can't beftow. 

HI. Noy 
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HI, 

^ 

oT filver Mines, or fliining Gold, 
7or all the Gems the Indies holdy 
Tor purple Robes, nor pompous State, 
1 cure the flutt'nng Cares, which vex the Great. 

IV. 

flApPY the Man, whofe frugal Board 
Supplies the Wifhes of its Lord ,* 
Mo Fears torment his quiet Breaft, 
) fordid Avarice breaks his grateful Reflt 

V. 

Why ftould we fo much Wealth defire. 
When Life fo little will require ? 
Why (hould we rove from Zone to Zone, 
id for anothef Climate change our own ? 

VI. 

Not thofe, who fly from Pole to Pole, 
Can fly the Cares, which rack the Soul j 
But, in remotcft Regions, find, 
hey leave their Country, not themfelves, behind. 

VII. Foi, 
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VIT. 

For, tho* we crofs the briny Deep, 

Corroding Care purfues the Sbipj 

It hunts the Horfeman clofe behind. 

More fwift than Mountain Rocs, or rapid Wind* 

VIII. 

The Man, contented with his State, 
Anticipates no evil Fate j • 
Tho' Fortune is inconftant ftill. 
With what is good, he fweetens what is ill. 

IX. 

The Draught of Life is mlxt, at befl:^ 
There's none can be completely bleft r 
Some overlive their Pleafures here ; 

Some die, before they tade what Pleafures ate« 

X* 
Age, Wars, and Tumults, fadlious Hate, 
Made* Cottinotos defire his Fate,* 
While tender f Sheffield meets his Doom 

Juft in the Fiow'r of Life, and youthful Bloom. 

- • See Clarini>ow*8 Hireory, L/^. ij, 
t Late Duke of Buckingham^ 



I 
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XI. 

All make their Exit foon or late i 
ind, if the Gods contrad thy Date, 
The vital Hour, dcny'd to ihee^ 
Their more indulgent Hand may give to me. 

XII. 

What tho* thy fruitful Failures keep 
A hundred Flocks of bleating Sheep? 
What tho* thy proud, exulting Mares 
Neigh, foam, and fly before thy gilded Cars ? 

Xlll. 

Thy Board tho' twenty Difhes grace ? 
Thy Coat as many Yards of Lace ? 
1 envy not the purple Dye, 
Nor all thy gaudy Pomp of Luxury, 

XIV. 

I fhare fome Sparks of Phohbus* Fire, 
To warm my Breaft, if not infpire ^ 
Too little Wealth to make me proud, 
And Senfe enough to fcorn the envious Crowd. 
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Jn IMITATION 

0/ the Sixteenth Ode 

Of the Third Book cf H o r a c ^. 

Inclufam Danaen turrn aheneay 
Robuftaque fores^ &c. 

T# the Reverend Mr. STANLEY. 

TJ E L I E V E me. Sir, your Coft and Cares, 
•■-^ Vour Dog% and Locks^ your Bo\t& and Bars, 
Your Pallfades, and Walls of Brafs, 

Are all too weak, when Gold attacks the Place. 
A brazen Tow'r Acmsius rear'dj 
A brazen Tow'r, he thought, would guard 
His Daughter from the leach'rous Arms 
Of thofe who nightly fought her Charms i 
While furJy MaillfF's watch'd the Dame, 
And thund'ring, told if Lovers came: 
Thefe kept the Nymph from Gods and Men, 
Not JovK himfelf could enter inj 
Till Venus (wondrous to behold!) 
Transformed his Godlhip into Gold. 
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O Stahlby, Stanley ! Gold has Pow'r 

The fleineft Heart to move. 
To burft the Wall, or pierce the Tow'r, 

Impervious ev'n to Jovk# 
Gold can the fubtleft Head deceive. 

Or Peace, or War can bring, 
Buy Votes, raife Gallic Arms, and give 

The Fol Anders a King. 

AFOLLQ knew the Force of Gold, 
When Philip's Martial Fate he thus foretold t 

^ The (harpeft Lance of Steel may err, 
*' So may thefureftfiowy 

" But know, OKing, the Go/J«i Spear 
** Will vanquish cv'ry Foe." 

The God's Advice the Prijice purfu'd \ 

He fought with Gold, and Gold fubdu'd: 
Whence fome Hiftorians fay, 'twas /Wj, 
And not young Ammon's Father, conquer'd Greece* 
Gold has an abfolute Command ; 
It rules at Sea, as well as Land: 
Por, when two adverfc Fleets engage, 
And fiery Tubes difplode their Rage > 
A Bribe can make their Thunder ceafe. 
And huih the watry World to Peace* 
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Yet, notwithftanding all Its Force, 
It often brings the greateft Curfe : 
Vexatious Cares and Difcontcnts 

Increafiog Gold attend 3 
Defires enlarge, as Wealtfi augmenr^^ 
For Av'rice knows no£nd. 
We labour up the golden Hill with Paia^ 
But ne'er furmount the tow'ring Affs of G«iu 

Stanley, Honour of my MuTel 
I fear, and juftly fear, 

To fleer the Courfe Ambition ^ews, 
Or foar beyond my Sphere. 
He's poor, who always after Wealth afpires^ 
He's rich, who always curbs his own Defires* 

1 more admire an humble Seat, 

Than all the Pomps, which vex the Great^ 
And from their gilded Roofs retire, 
On I/tj' £anks to tune my Lyre. 
In this Retreat I'm nobler blefs'd. 

Then Croesus o'er could be. 
Than if (like Mifers) I poflefs'd 

A wealthy Poverty* 



While 
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"Whi/e &VQui'd by tht beft of Queens, 

Who all my Wants fuppiies j 
While fr^grant<5rove«, and flowVy Scenes^' 
Delight my Mufe's Eyes; 
My Fate a fer fuperior Bleffing brings, 
Than ail the Pageantry of Eaftftn Kings. 
What tho* no Flocks, on KJchmoni Plain^ 

With Fleeces deck my Pride > 
What tho* I feldom drink Cbamfctgne^ 
Or quaff the purple Tide ? 
^f thefe I wanted, were your Bard to ask, 
•1 know, yourgenVous Soul would fend a Caski 

1 make my Wants and Wealth agree ^ 
I pay my Debts no worfe than he. 
Who o'er the Seas extends his Reign, 
And adds all Sicily to Sfaia, 
Who covets moft, is moft in Need^ 
And always rides a refUefs Steed, 
Which foams, and flies without Controul, 
-Still feeks, but ne^r obtains the Gosd« 
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Then happy thofe, ^vhom Heav'n has blefs'd. 

With what may Life fuftain ; 
Kor are with pinching Want deprefs'd, 

Nor curfl with too much Gain: 

For boundlefs Wealth ne'er fiJk a boundlefs Mind^ 
The Man who fiill .purfues^ is ftili behind. 

Felix J qui pair lis ovum tranfegit in agrisy 
Ipja domus puerum quern videty ipfa [enemy &c. 

Imitated from Claudia i^^ 

I. 

HO W blefs'd the Swain of Bethnd-grun^ 
Who ne'er a Court beheld^ 
Nor ever rov'd beyond the Scene 
Of his paternal Field ! 

11. 

But, where he prov'd the Go-cart's Aid, 

He prov'd the Crutch's too y 
One only Houfe his Maniion made^ 

7^11 Life (tho' iate) withdrew. 

IIL Faus 
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IIL 

False Fortune ne'er, with Smile or Frown, 

Or raised him, or dcpreft i 
Her Frowns and Smiles were both unknown 

To his contented Breaft. 

IV. 

The Chance of Stocks he never try'd, 

Nor knew to buy or fell i 
So 'fcap'd the dreadful golden Tide, 

Where South-Sea Merchants Mli 

V. 

Skill'd in no Bufinefs but his own, 

He Ihunn'd the noify Bar^ 
Nor everprov'd the fmoky Town, 

But breath'd a purer Air. 

VI. 

N R by Lord Mayorh Day he knew 

The rolling Year to bound j 
Nor kept an Almanack to (hew 

How Seafons vary'd round. 

L z VII. Hi 
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VIT; : 

H 1 Summer knew by Heat eztremci 

The Winter by its Cold ,• 
Pomona fiiew'd wBen Autumn came,. 

When Sfrtngj gay Flora told. 

VIIL 

H £ planted once an Acorn fmali^ 

And liv'd to fee it rife 
A mighty Oak, fo urond'roDs t8l>| 

it Utm'd to prop the Skies. 

IX. 

A M ]>, by the Shade its Branches cafl^ 

Could he much truer know, 
What Hour, and how his Moment! paft,^ 

Than by the Clock oi Bow* 

X. 

T R o' London flood fo near his Cot, 

He never mark'd the Dome j 
£ut thought Su FauPs as far retnote,. 

Ai Pfter*s Church at Rome* 



XI. Or 
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XL 



Of Ifishc was only toU, 
But ne'er beheld her Streams } 

Nor knew, but that the Gangn tolVi 
Near as the neighb'ring Thames. 



XII. 

Of Jellies, Crtaiiw,.Ragous, and Tarts^ 

His Stomach never thought j 
A perfed^ Stranger to the Arts 

Luxurious Cooks hare taught f ' 

XIIL 

Y'sT, with a fimple Food fupplj'd, 

His Health was fo entire, 
that when his antient Children dy'd. 

They left a youthful Sire. 

XIV. 

Let others fearch for golden Blifs 

On Indians wealthy Shore i 
Their Joys of Life are kfs than his» . 

Their Labours' ten times more.- 

L4 Of 
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0/ FRIENDSHIP. 

21^ C E L I A* 

/^ CatiAf You, whofeRays of/ritwdfy Fire, 
^^ Conftantas thofc of Nature, ne'er expire; 
If in your Breaft no weighty Cares you find. 
Nor better Thoughts employ your gen'rous Mind ; 

Vouch&fe an Ear : Thefc Numbers are your Due; 
I fing of Frttndjbif^ and I fing to Tout 
Truni/bif f a Theme, which all Mankind profefs, 
?Io Virtue more admire, none praflife lefs; 
For moft have learn'd the Grecian • Sage's Text, 
*' To love one Day, as if to hate the next." 
They change, forfake, as ferves their felfift Ends, 
Nor are their Drefles vary'd more than Friends. 

You therefore, who are worthy Friendfhip's Name, 
And cheriih in your Breaft t\t genuine Flame, 

♦ Bias in Ojcxao i^ AmU. ^. f6. 

,Attend 
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Attend te what a faithful Mufe imparts, 

A Mufe unpradlis'd in fallacious Arts : 

Tho' young in Life, that Life has made he^novtr^ 

A friendly Afped oft conceals a Foe j 

Thaty tho' fo many feeming Friends abound, 

For one that's true, a thoufand falfe are found. 

When firft you ftrive a faithful Friend to find. 
Explore the fecret Motives of his Mind | 
Nor, ralhly credulous, his Friendfiiip trull) . 
Before you know, what Pailion rules him moftt 
But, as a Horfeman checks theCourfer's Speed, 
Tin he has try'dthe Temper of his Steed j 
So check the Reins of Friendihip, till you prove,^ .^ 

What fways the Perfon, Intereft, or Love* . 

Avoid the Fop impertinently vain, 
And fhun the Slave, who flatters you for Gain |- 
Bewarc of him, who fells you for a Jcft ; 
Bjt, moft of all,- beware the leaky Breaft; 
(Who hopes to keep the Wine, the Seafon rounc^,' ., 
Mud firft be fure his Cask be fweet and found) 
Nor Ihould a formal Food your Friendship claim^ . 
Tho* Wealth and Honours dignify his Name. - 

L 5 i I^t > 
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Let Knaves and Fools in kindred Vices join ; 
Chufe you a Friend, where Senfe and Virtue fhtne; 
Whofe Paflions move by Reafon's Rule alone, 
Much better, if agreeing with your own. 
The Hart and Lion at a Diftance keep $ 
Wolves company with Wolves, and Sheep with Sheep t 
So we, by Nature's fympathetic Powers, 
lAqR. love thofe Tempers, that refemtble aucv« 

Yet, if it be too difficult to find 
A Friend fo juftly moulded to your Mtnd, 
Among the virtuous Few fele£l the heSt} 
And fuch is he, whoie FaiJiiigs are the leafL 
Let him a naodeft Freedom always claim. 
To praife your V'lftoe^ or your Vices blame f 
Nor be difpleas'd his mild Reproof to hear^ 
For Friends may often kindly be fevere ; 
The Befl fbmetimes each other may contioul, 
T'et not deftroy the Harmony of SouL 
Rough Notes in Mufic never fhould be founc^ 
Except adapted to improve the Sound. 

W H E » mutual Faith the friendly Knot has ty'd, 
And when that mutual Faith is truly try*d, 
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Prey not upon yourfdf j nor be opprelt 

With confctous PsnnSy that ftruggle hi your Bifeaft: 

For, as the Flames, in JSfM clofely pent, 

Convulfe the Mountain, laboring for a Ventj 

Thus in the Soul uneafy Thoughts confin*dy 

For want of Pafla^ rack the fuiF'ring Mind. 

Unveil your Bofom to your other Part ; 

Vour Friend fiiall fhart the Burden of your Heart, 

Alleviate ev'ry 111 your Soul fuftatns, 

Double your Pleafures, and divide your Pains. 

fi £ zealous for your Friends, whene'er you know '»»" 
Their Reputation cenfur'd by a Foe; 
Nor with a faint Ezcufe degrade your' Friends j > 
The Man, who coldly praiies, difconunends* 
Or, are they ji^ly cenfur'd for a Crime? 
Reprove them mildly at foipe proper Time: 
In* private chide all Failings which you find, 
In public praife the Beauties of their Mindi ; 
Place all theif Virtues in the cleareft Light, 
Omit their Faults, or touch them very flighty . 
As Painters, when they draw a beauteous Face, -. 
Contra^ a BkmUb, (leightea ev'rj Grace. 
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Neithsr let Paflion, Pride, or private Ends, 
Or changing Fortune, make you change your Friends* 
Who varies oft, a faithleis Temper ihows, 
Or, at the beft, ill Judgment, when he chofe* 
Some Perfons with themielves fo difagrce, 
They're fix'd to nothing but Inconikncy ; 
With each new Day, new Refoluttons come, 
Expel the former, and ufurp their Room : 
Succeeding BtUows thus the foremoft throng. 
Tides roll on Tides, and Waves urge Waves along. 
Not but we may with a new Friend engage. 
Before we fee an old one quit the Stage j 
Yet (hould not think the new our old exceeds, 
As * Jockeys value moft their youngeft Steeds, 
One Maxim will in Wine and Friendfhip hold, 
Alike the better both for being old. 

But muft we then be bound in deathlefs Bands, 
And ftill obey whate*er a Friend command? 
Aid him to gain what he unjuftly craves? 
No Leave the Man, who Truth and Virtue leaves. 

• Ut efuf's vetulii teneros antepcnere folemut Veterfima 

iuaque lut ea 'vina, qua vttufiatcm/crunf) rjfe debent Jua^umvia. 

Should 
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Should furious Catiline fome Plot dcviTe, 

To ruin Thoufands, that himfelf might rife; 

The Laws of Honour, Truth, and Confcience (how, 

*Tis Friendfhip to the World to be his Foe. 

Or, fhould a Friend bafely betray his Truft, 

To pardon him were to yourfeJf unjuft: 

For, * as the Wool, with Crimfon coloured o'er, 

Never acquires its native Whitenefs more j 

So he who breaks his Faith, will ne'er obtain 

Your Credit, nor his Innocence again. 

If otherwife he difoblige his Friends, 

(For where's the perfed Man, who ne'er offends ?) 

Try if his Ear will kind Reproof endure j 

And, if the Balm of Counfel work a Cure, 

O'erlook the Failure : All ofend^ and liv^i 

Let Foes refent aTrefpafs, Friends forgive^ 

Vet let th^pardon'd Friend not, many timejS^ 

Proceed in Folly, and repeat his Crimes. 

Tho' pureft Gold a vaft Extent will bear, 

Yet puceft Gold will break, i£ ilretch'd too far:,9 



..*....jV<ftf«f amijfoi eoloret 

Lana nfert mtdicata fuco % 

Nee -vera virtus^ cum fenul exddif. 

Curat reponi deter isriius* Hot, Ode U Lib. Ill* 

And 
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And Friends may bear fome Slips from Wifdom's Rule; 
But who can pardon the perfiilingpool P 

* Among the rarions Caufes, that confpire 
To cool our Love, and quench the friendly Fire, 
Vile ^varicf aiTames the greateft Pow'r, 
A God which bafe ignoble Souls adore: 
To pleafure him, a Tide of broken Vowi 
(Needful Libations!) on his Altar flows: 
Yef, never fatisfy'd, he craves for more 5 
And keeps his Votaries, in Plenty, poor: 
Who worihips him, will break the friendly Band, . 
Whene'er the fordid, iel£ib God commands*. 

Others there are, tnduc'd by thitfr of Praife^ . 
(And ev'n the greateft Men this Paffion (Wsys) 
Who quit their Friends for Honooc» of the ScBrt^- 
And turn their Love into the ranfceft Hate. 
Nor is it Wonder theft defert their Friends/ 
Since all are Foes, who will not ferve their Ejid«j 

• Pefiem enim majorem eje nullam in Mmichih, warn in phrifcut 
picuma cuptdttattm, in optimis fuihuffut b^n^it ctrtamtn & jrUriie, 
*x fuo inmicitiM maMtmm J,ttp€ inter ^mtiJRm9 txHtifTe. Cic.de 
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For wild Ambition like a Torrent roars, 
Which, when obftru^ed, climbs tb'oppofing Shores j. 
Till to th^ Top the kb'ring Flood attains, 
Swells o'er the Banks, and foams along the Plains.. 
Not but we may an honefl: Fame embrace j 
Nay, Friends ftould aid us in the glorious Chace. 
Man has fome Principle of heav'nly Fire, 
That warms his Breaft, and prompts him to afpire y 
Wakes him to Adions of fuperior Kind, 
And keeps alive the Faculties of Mind j 
For Sloth begets a Lethargy of Soul, 
-As Want of Motion taints the cleareft Pool-: 
Yet, if, too fond and covetous of Fame, 

We blow that native Spark into a Flame, 

It quickly rifes to a fiery Storm, 

And burns the Fabric *twas dfeijgn'd to warm. 

What Bands of Nature can reftrain its Courfe ? 

What friendly Offices fupprefs its Force > 

See how its Rage the young * Numrdian fires, 

The worft of Children to the belt of Sires! 

Deep, thro' his Brother'^s Blood, he wades his Way, 

And leaps o'er Gratitude to Regal Sway. 

Young 
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Young Casar'5 Tutor by YixsPufil dies, 
While TuLL Y falls by him he help'd to rife i 
Friends^ Fathers^ Brothers^ Uncles^ yield to Fate^ 
To make three Tyrants infamoufly great ! 

O ! grant me, gracious Heav'n, where- e'er I go. 
To be a faithful Friend, or gen'rous Foej 
Nor let me pant fo much for empty Praife, 
As to 'obtain it by diihoneft Ways ^ 
Nor wrong my Friend, tho' 'twere to gain a Throne , 
Nor ruin others Fame to raife my own.. 

He who is only learn'd m Booksj will find ■ 
A harder LeiTon, when ^he Uarna Mankind ^ 
A Volume gilded o'er with fmiling Art, 
Where few can read the Meaning of the Heart. . 
We often take our Flatterers for Friends i 
One would fufped^ the Man who ftill commends >. 
Who, like the Sharper in the Roman Play, 
Or right or wrong, afients to all you fay ; 
Bends here or there, which way his Lord's inclia'd, 
As Reeds fubmit to ev'rydifF'rent Wind, 
Nor is it ftrange fuch Parafites prevail. 
When greedy Ears devour the flatt'rino; Tale : 

While 
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While Thraso loves to hear his Praifes told, 
Gnatho will gtiit him Praifcj and tok9 his Gold^ 
But you, who walk by WifHom's fafer Rules, 
(For 'twere but Labour loft to counfel Fools) 
Deteft the Wretch, who ne'er can Courage find 
To fpeak the genuine Didates of his Mindi 
But, like the Syrens fweet, pernicious Song^ 
At once would charm and ruin with his Tongue*. 

Y s T fome there are, in focial Bands al1y*d, 
Who, with, blont Truths, err on the other Side; 
Void of Good- nature, and Good-bxeeding too„ 
They foully cenfure every Thing you. do- 
! never flatter ev*n a Monarch's Pride, 
Nor, with theSternnefsof aCJ'wV, chide; 
But, when you.would an erring Friend reprove, 
Let gentle Cautions fhew, the Motive's Love : 
Do not begin with Rafhnefs to exclaim f 
But rather hint the. Fault, before you blame* 
*Tis not enough your Admonition's juft ^ 
Prudence muft guide it, or Che Labour's loft : 
Friends fhould allure, and charm us into Sen^e^ 
Harfti Counfels not reform, but give Offence* 

Naturci 
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Nature, impatient of fevere RcprOof, 
Loves mild Inftraftiofir ^"' abhors the rough $ 
As Fruits and Flow'rs improve with gentle Rain: 
But fade, if rapid Storms o'erfiow thi Plain. 

Some Men are Friends, when Fortune iill« the Saib^ 
And wafts you on with favourable Gales $- 
But quit the tott'ring SMp, and make the Shore; 
When Storms defcend, and adverfe Surges roar. 
Long as in Cfidit^ Povf*r^ or Phct you fiand^ 
Their fawning, formal Priend&ip yoB command t 
With twenty Sfueettts^ aild a hinittd Bdxuj, 
As many ComflimeMts^^ 9^1 many Vows^ 
They fwear your Intereft (hall be their own. 
And wiHi the Time to make it better known j . 
Likefalfe hot Courfers, waiting for the Chace, 
Which foam, and neigh^ and proudly ipum the Gfa% ^ , 
Intent to run j but droop their jaded Creft, 
And fail you moft, when moft you want their tiaile** 

W B make a Proftitote of Friendfiifs Name, 
If only Complaifanct fupports our Claim, 
And yet there ara, of this polite Degree, 
V>lhQ treat you ftill with, for^d Civility i 

fa 



0» feveral Occct/ions. zjfS 

Tfl each obliging Art io well refin'd, 
Tho' ever falfe, they never feem unkind. 
Not that my Mufe would Decency ofFend f 
For 'tis Good-breeding poliflies a Friend : 
Nor.ihines it Jefs, With Truth and Virtat join'd, 
Than comely Features with a noble Mind : 
But thofe, whofe Friend(hips mod in Speeches dwell^ 
Negie£l the Fruity and trifle with the Shell. 
True Friendfliip more intrinfic Worth afbrdi^. 
Defined by Adions better than by Word^f 
A warm Affection, that can never cool^ 
Concord of Mind, and Mufic of the Soul ^ 

9 

Which tunes the jarring Strings of Lijfe to Love,. 
Shews Men below, how Angels live above. 
There are in Friendihip fuch atcra^ive Charms^ 
it draws Efteem from thofe it never warms. 
See how * Pacuvius* tragic Scenes could mov* 
The People's Praifes with fidHtious Love!" 



• S^ui clamoret tota eatteg nuper in bofpith & amici met M. Pdcu-- 
vii nova fthula, cum, igneranU rege, uttr eorumtffti Ortfies^PyUdiS 
Orefiem fe ejfe dicer et^ ut pro illo vecaretur j Oreftes autem, ita at 
erat, Oreftem fe ejfc ptrfroerdret f Stantes plaudekant in re fi&a s 
%uid, arbitrawur in verafuijfe faSum f Cic. dc Amic. §. 7, 
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When on the Stage two doubtful Princes ftrlve^' 
Each feeking Death, to keep his Ffiend alive s 
Now Pylades deceives the Monarch's Eye; 
Faithful, yet fraudulent, refolves to die : 
Orestes now dilplays the friendly Cheat, 
Invites the threatening Sword, and courts his Fate. 
Mov'd with their gen'rous Love, the Audience rofc^ 
With focial Flame each changing Bofom glows $ 
All feel the facred Pow'r of Friendfliip's Laws, 
And the Stage rocks, and thunders with Applaufe. 

I know the M«fe may give to fome Offence,- 
(Tho' rather Men of Wit^ than Men of Senfe)^ 
Whofe Counlel is$ ** Be not engaged too far j 
** The greateft Friend&ip brings the greateft Care: 
** Our own Concerns have Plagues enough in Store 5 
** Who joins in Friendfliip, only makes 'cm more: 
** The Cares and Troubles, which your Friend endures, 
** Are all by Sympathy adopted your's.'* 

What bafe, ungen'rous, felfifh Souls are thefc? 
Mere Quacks, who turn ev'n Health into Difeafe; 
And but the darkeft Side of Friendlhtp find. 
To all its radiant Beams and Beauties blind* 

Two 
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T«ro faithful Friends, in any State, may gain 
Comfort to heighten Joy, or leflen Pain : 
If weighty Cares the penfive Mind invade. 
They make the Burden light with mutual Aid j 

m 

If Profit, or if Pleafurc chear^ the SouJ> 

The Bleflings common, each enjoys the Whole : 

If Bufinefs calls them to fome diftant Place, 

Swift-pinioned Love contrads the lengthened Space; 

Each keeps the other's Image in his Breaft, 

As Wax preferves the Form a Seal impreft. 

Hail, facred FriendJhtfX by whofe chearing Ray 
All Joys increafe, without it fadeaway ; 
Ev'n Hymen's Torch^ tho* burning e'er fo bright. 
Aided by Friendjbif^ jfhines with double Light. 
This you, O Celia ! by Experience find, 
Whofe nuftial Friend lives always in your Mind : 
No Length of Time, no DUtance, ever raz'd 

His lovely Idea from your tender Breaft : 
Your friendly Flame admits of no Decays, 
But glows, unclouded, with augmented Rays, 
And makes your bridal Lamp much brighter blaze. 
That faint, pale, languid Lamp, in Age, expires | 
Except 'tis fed with Friendihip's conftant Fires: 

Thefe 
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*See1 fragrant Beauties dcdk the Green, 

The Branches bloom Delight i 
Gay Flora paints the verdant gcen^ 

To charm your Confort^s Sight- 

Hear1 how the feather'd warbling Throng 

Congratulate your Fair ! 
Not more melodious was their Song 

To the firfl wedded Pair. 

That Ptf/V, in Eden^ ne'er repos'd 
Where Groves more lovely grew i 

Thofe Groves, in Eden^ ne'er inclos'd 
A lovelier Pair, than YOU, 

y o u ! happier than the former Two, 

Have nobler Tasks ailign'd : 
'Twas theirs to cur fe the World j butYo-a 

Were born to hlefs Mankind, 
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